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To His GRACE 
THOMAS HOLLES, 
DukE of NEW CASTLE. 


My LORD, | 
AD I the honovr of being perſonally known to 
H Your Gx ace, I had not thus preſumptuouſly 
addrefſed You, without previous ſolicitation 
for ſo great an indulgence. But that Your GRACE 
may neither be furpriſed nor offended at the liberty I 
am taking, my plea is, that the GREAT and Goop 
Man, whoſe name is prefixed to the firſt of theſe 
poems, was a friend and benefactor to me. The favours 
I have received at his hands, and the kind aſſurances 
he was pleafed to give me of their continuance, 
which his death only prevented, have left me to lament 
my own private loſs amidſt the general concern. It is 
from theſe favours and aſſurances that I flatter myſelf 
with having a kind of privilege to addreſs Your GRACE 
| Az „ 


iv DEDICATION. 

upon- this occaſion, and to entreat Your patronage of 
the following ſheets. I pretended to no merit with Ms. 
PEI tt a 1, except that of honouring his virtues, and 
wiſhing to have been ſerviceable to them : I pretend 
to no other with Your GRACE. My hopes are, that 
while You are fulfilling every generous intention of the 


* ER whom You loved, Your GRACE will not. 


think me unworthy of ſome ſmall ſhare of that notice, 


with which He was once pleaſed to honour me. 

I Will not detain Your GxAcx to echo back the voice 
of a whole people in favour of Your juſt and prudent 
adminiſtration of public affairs. That the lalutary mea- 
fares You are purſuing may be as productive of tran- 
quillity and honour to Your Grace, as they are. of 


happineſs. to theſe kingdoms, is the ſincere wiſh of, 
My LORD, 


Tour GR ACE'S | 


el tumble,.. 1 
Mal ts. 
N80 a. 3 
Mali devoted Servant. 


Tullys Head, Pall-Mall [al 4 ” 
Feb. 26th, 1756. 
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J 37 OS T of the following . have NOTES. made their 
appearance in detatched pieces; but as many of them 


were printed without a name; I was advi i/ed by ſome particu- 
lar friends to colleci chem into a volume, and publiiſh them by 


febſcription. The painful taſt of ſolliciting ſuch a fubſerip- 
tion was chiefly undertaken. by thoſe friends, and with. ſuch 
ſpirit and zeal, that I ſhould. be greatly wanting in gra- 
titude, if I neglected any opportunity, either public or pri- 
vate, of making them my moſt ſincere acknowledgments. F 
am alſo obliged to a very valuable friend in Ireland for a con- 
federable number of ſubſeribers in that kingdom, a lift of whoſe 
names I have not been "favoured with, and for which I was 
deſired not to delay publication, TI mention this ſeeming 
neglect, that my friends on. that fide the water ee not ac- 


euſe me of any diſreſpect. e 


- * * 
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vi PREFACE. 

Such as the work now is, I. ſubmit it to the Public. ffn 
in it there are many, "BBich I Bade wanted both time and 
abilities to amend as I could wiſh. Its merit (if it has any, 
and I may be allowed to name it) is its being natural 
and una Hecled, and tending lo promote virtuę and good- 
humour. Thoſe parts of it that have been publiſhed ſingly, 
had the good fortune to pleaſe 3 3 thoſe that are now added 
will, T-hope,.. be no diſcredit to them. U pon the whole, T 


Have ſent this my off spring into the world in as decent a ys 


as I was able: a legitimate one I am ſure it is, and if it 

ſhould be thought defectiue in Prength, ſpirit, or vigour, lot 
it be conſidered that its father's marriage with the Muſe, * 
like moſt other marriages into that noble famil, 55 was more A 
from neceſſi uy. then inclination. | "a 
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4 
AK E wing, my muſe! from ſhore to ſhore 
% Fly, and that happy plate 
068 


eite Wa cs 
Where VizTus deigns to dw af 15 5 


N a) 
If yet ſhe treads on Britiſh pron * 
Where can the fugitive be found 

In city, court, or cell? 5 
= 2 = B II. Not 


8 


II. 
Not there, where wine and frantic mirth 
Unite the ſenſual ſons of earth 
| In Pleaſure's thoughtleſs train; 
5 Nor yet where ſanctity's a ſhow, 
| w Where ſouls nor Joy nor pity know, 


For human bliſs or pain. 


III. 
Her ſocial heart alike diſowns 
The race, who ſhunning crowds and thrones, 
In ſhades ſequeſter'd doze ; 
Whoſe ſloth no generous care can wake, 
Who rot like weeds on Lethe's lake, 
In ſenſeleſs, vile repoſe. 


IV. 
With theſe ſhe ſhuns the factious tribe, 
Who ſpurn the yet unoffer d bribe, 

And at corruption lour; 
Waiting till Diſcord Havoc cries, 
In hopes, like Catiline, to riſe 

On anarchy to pow'r ! 

V. Ye 


An O D E. 


* 
Ye Wits, who boaſt from ancient times, 
A right divine to ſcourge our crimes, 
Is it with You ſhe reſts ? 
No. Int'reſt, ſlander are your views, 
And Vixrun now, with every muſe, 
Flies your unhallow'd breaſts, 


VI. 
There was a time, I heard her ſay, 
Ere females were ſeduc'd by play, | 
When Beauty was her throne ; 
But now, where dwelt the Soft Deſires, 
The Furies light forbidden fires, 
To Love and Her unknown, 


VII. 

From theſe th' indignant goddeſs flies, 
And where the ſpires of Science riſe, 
A while ſuſpends her wing ; 

But pedant Pride and Rage are there, 
And Faction tainting all the air, 

And pois ning every ſpring. 
B 2 


VIII. Long 


The DISCOVERY, 


VIII. 
Long through the ſky's wide pathleſs waßyx 
The muſe obſerv d the. wand'rer ſtray, 
And mark'd her laſt retreat ; | © 
O'er Surry's barren heaths ſhe flew, 
Deſcending like the ſilent dew 

On Esnex's peaceful ſeat.” 

W_- | - 

There ſhe beholds the gentle Mole, 
His penſive waters calmly roll, 

Amidſt Elyſian ground: 
There through the windings of the prove 


She leads her family of Love, 
And ſtrews her ſweets around. 


X. 
I hear her bid the Daughters fair 
Oft to yon gloomy grott repair, 
Her ſecret ſteps to meet; 
Nor Thou, ſhe cries, theſe ſhades forſake, 
But come, lov'd Conſort, come and make 
The huſband's bliſs compleat. 


XI. Yet 


An O D E. | 5 


XI. 
Vet not too much the ſoothing eaſe 
Of rural indolence ſhall pleaſe 
My PzLnam's ardent breaſt ; 
The man whom VIRTVE calls her own 


Muſt ſtand the pillar of a throne, 
And make a nation bleſt. 


XII. 
PeLHaM! *tis thine with temp'rate zeal 
To guard Britannia's public weal, 
Attack'd on every part : 
Her fatal diſcords to compoſe, 
Unite her friends, diſarm her foes, 
Demands Thy head and heart. 


0; -- 

When bold Rebellion ſhook the land, 

Ere yet from WILLIAu's dauntleſs hand 
Her barbarous army fled ; 

When Valour droop'd, and Wiſdom fear'd, 

Thy voice expiring CREDIT heard, 
And rais'd her languid head, 


XIV. Now 
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The DISCOVERY. 


XIV. 
Now by thy ſtrong aſſiſting hand, 
Fix'd on a rock I ſee her ſtand, 
Againſt whoſe ſolid feet, 
In vain, through every future age, 
The loudeſt, moſt tempeſtuous rage, 
Of angry war ſhall beat, 


XV. 


And grieve not if the ſons of Strife 


Attempt to cloud thy ſpotleſs life, 
And ſhade its brighteſt ſcenes ; 
Wretches, by kindneſs unſubdu'd, 
Who ſee, who ſhare the common good, 
Yet cavil at the means. 
» © | nk 
Like theſe, the metaphyſic crew, 
Proud to be ſingular and new, 
Think all they ſee deceit ; 
Are warm'd and cheriſh'd by the day, 


Feel and enjoy the heav'nly ray, 


Yet doubt of light and heat, 
THE 
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SELIM the PERSIAN, 


FOR DIVERS 


High Crimes and Miſdemeanours. 


HE court was met ; the pris'ner brought ; 
The council with inſtructions fraught ; 
And evidence prepar'd at large, 
On oath, to vindicate the charge. 
But firſt tis meet, where form denies 
Poetic helps of fancy'd lies, 
Gay metaphors, and figures fine, 
And ſimilies to deck the line; 5 
Ti 


The TRIAL of 
'Tis meet (as we before have ſaid) 
To call deſcription to our aid. 


Begin we then (as firſt 'tis fitting) 


With the three Curzrs in judgment ſitting, 
Above the reſt, and in the chair, 

Sat FacT1oNn with diſſembled air; 
Her tongue was ſkill'd in ſpecious lies, 
And murmurs, whence diſſentions riſe ; 
A'failing maſk her features veil'd, 
Her form the patriot's robe conceal'd ; g 
With ſtudy'd blandiſhments ſhe bow'd, 
And drew the captivated crowd. 

The next in place, and on the right, 
Sat Envy, hideous to the ſight; 


Her ſnaky locks, her hollow eyes, 
And haggard form forbad diſguile ; 
Pale diſcontent, and ſullen hate 
Upon her wrinkled forehead fat; - 


Her left-hand, clench'd, her cheek ſuſtain'd, 


Her right (with many a murder ſtain'd) 


A dagger clutch'd, in act to ſtrike, 
With ſtarts of rage, and aim oblique. 
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Laſt on the left was CLamovs ſeen, 
Of ſtature vaſt, and horrid mein ; 
With bloated cheeks, and frantic eyes, 
She ſent her yellings to the ſkies; _ 
Prepar'd with trumpet in her hand, 
To blow ſedition o'er the land. 

With theſe, four more of leſſer fame, 
And humbler rank, attendant came; 
Hyrockisy with ſmiling grace, 

And IurupgNcE with brazen face, 
CoNTENTION bold, with iron lungs, 


And SLANDER with her hundred tongues. 
The walls in ſculptur'd tale were rich, 
And ſtatues proud (in many a nich) 
Of chiefs, who fought in Fact 10N's cauſe, 
And periſh'd for contempt of laws. 
The roof in vary'd light and ſhade, 
The ſeat of Anarchy diſplay d. 
Triumphant o'er a falling throne 
(By emblematic figures known) 
Confuſion rag d, and Luſt obſcene, 
And Riot with diſtemper'd mein, 
C 
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And Outrage bold, and Miſchief dire, 

And Devaſtation clad in fire. 
Prone on the ground a martial maid 
Expiring lay, and groan'd for aid ; 
Her ſhield with many a ſtab was pierc'd, 
Her laurels torn, her ſpear revers'd ; 
And near her, crouch'd amidft the ſpoils, 
A lion panted in the toils. 

With look compos'd the pris'ner ſtood, 
And modeſt pride. By turns he view'd 
* The court, the council, and the crowd, 
And with ſubmiſſive rev'rence bow'd. 
Proceed we now, in humbler ſtrains, 
And lighter rhymes, with what remains. 
Th' inditment grievouſly ſet forth, 

That Ss11m, loſt to patriot worth, 

(In company with one WILL P- , 
And many more, not taken yet) 
In Forty-fave, the royal palace 
Did enter, and to ſhame grown callous, 
Did then and there his faith forſake, 
And did accept, receive, and take, | 

. With 
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With miſchievous intent and baſe, 
Value unknown, a certain place. 

He was a ſecond time indicted, 
For that, by evil zeal excited, 
With learning more than layman's ſhare, 
(Which parſons want, and He might ſpare) 
In letter to one GIL BERT WES, 
He, the ſaid SxLIx, did atteſt, 
Maintain, ſupport, and make aflertion 


Of certain points, from Pavur's converſion ; 


By means whereof the faid apoſtle 

Did many an unbeliever joſtle, 

Starting unfaſhionable fancies, . 

And building truths on known romances. 
A third charge ran, that knowing well 

Wits only eat, as pamphlets ſell, 

He, the faid SzL1M, notwithſtanding, 

Did fall to anſw'ring, ſhaming, branding 

Three curious Letters to the Whigs; 

Making no reader care three figs 

For any facts contain'd therein ; 

By which uncharitable fin | 

C2 | An 
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An author, modeſt and deſerving, 
Was deſtin'd to contempt and ſtarving ;. 


Againſt the king, his crown and peace, 


And all the ſtatutes in that caſe. 


The pleader roſe with brief full charg'd, 
And on the pris'ner's crimes enlarg'd--- 
But not to damp the Muſe's fire 
With rhet'ric, ſuch as courts require, 
We'll try to keep the reader warm, 

And fift the matter from the form. 
Virtue and ſocial love, he faid, | 
And honour from the land were-fled ; 
That patriots now, like other folks, 
Were made the butt of vulgar jokes ; 
While Oyyos1T10N dropp'd her creſt, 


And courted pow'r for wealth and reft. 


Why ſome folks laugh'd, and ſome folks rail'd, 
Why ſome ſubmitted, ſome affail'd, 
Angry or pleas'd---all ſolv'd the doubt 


With who were in, and who were out, 


The ſons of CLamour grew ſo ſickly, 


They look'd for diſſolution quickly; 
Their 
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Their weekly journals, finely written, 
Were ſunk in privies all beſh--—n ; 
Ola-England, and the London-Evening, 
Hardly a foul was found believing in, 
And Caleb, once ſo bold and ſtrong, 
Was ſtupid now, and always wrong. | 

Aſk ye whence roſe this foul diſgrace ? 
Why SeL1M has receiv'd a place, 


And thereby brought the cauſe to ſhame ; 


Provin g that people, void of blame, 
Might ſerve their country and their king, 
By making both the ſelf- ſame thing. 
By which the credulous believ'd, 

And others (by ſtrange arts deceiv'd) 
That Miniſters were ſometimes right, 
And meant not to deſtroy us quite. 
That bart'ring thus in ſtate affairs, 
He next muſt deal in ſacred wares,, 
The clergy's rights divine invade, 
And ſmuggle in the goſpel trade. 
And all this zeal to re- inſtate 
Exploded notions, out of date; 
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Sending | 
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Sending old rakes to church in ſhoals, 


Like children, ſniv ling for their ſouls, 


And ladies gay, from ſmut and libels, 
To learn beliefs, and read their bibles ; 
Erecting conſcience for a tutor, | 
To damn the preſent by the future. 

As if to evils known and real 

Twas needful to annex ideal; 

When all of human life we know 

Is care, and bitterneſs, and woe, 

With ſhort tranſitions of delight, 

To ſet the ſhatter'd ſpirits right. 


Then why ſuch mighty pains and care, 
To make us humbler than we are? 


Forbidding ſhort-liv'd mirth and laughter, 


By fears of what may come hercafter ? 
Better in ignorance to dwell ; 


None fear, but who believe a hell . 


And if there ſhould be one, no doubt, 


Men of themſelves would find it out. 
But Sz11M's crimes, he ſaid, went further, 


And barely ſtopp d on this fide murther ; 


_ One 
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One yet remain'd to cloſe the charge, 
To which (with leave) he'd ſpeak at large. 
And firſt 'twas needful to premiſe, 
That though ſo long (for reaſons wiſe) 
The preſs inviolate had ſtood, 
Productive of the public good; 
Yet ſtill, too modeſt to abuſe, 
It rail'd at vice, but told not whoſe. 
That great im provements, of hte days, 
Were made, to many an author's praiſe, 
Who, not ſo ſcrupulouſly nice, 
Proclaim'd the perfon with the vice, 
Or gave, where vices might be wanted, 
The name, and took the reſt for granted. 
Upon this plan, a Champion role, 
Unrighteous greatneſs to oppoſe, 
Proving the man inventus nom eft, 
Who trades in pow'r, and ſtill is honeſt ; 
And (God be prais'd) he did it roundly, 
Flogging a certain junto ſoundly, 
But chief his anger was directed, 

Where people leaſt of all fuſpected; 


* Author of the Letters to the Whigs, 
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Came next, th' indictments to ſuſtain ; 
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And Sx11M, not ſo ſtrong as tall, 
Beneath his graſp appear'd to fall. 


But InnocsNncs (as people ſay) 
Stood by, and fav'd him in the fray. 
By her aſſiſted, and one TzuTn, 


A buſy, prating, forward youth, 


He rally'd all his ſtrength anew, 


And at the foe a Letter threw, 
His weakeſt part the weapon found, 
And brought him ſenſeleſs to the ground. 
Hence Oyeos1Tion fled the field, 
And Icn'rance with her ſev'n-fold ſhield 3 
And well they might, for (things weigh'd fully) 
The pris' ner, with his //hore and Bully, 
Muſt prove for every foe too hard, 
Who never fought with ſuch a guard. 
But TzxuTa and Innocence, he faid, 
Would ſtand him here in little ſtead ; 
For they had evidence on oath, 
That would appear too hard for both. 
Of witneſſes a fearful train 


DzrRACTION, 
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DzTRACTION, HaTxeD, and DisTRrusT, 

And Pazry, of all foes the worſt, 

Marion, REVENGE, and UNBELI1EF, 

And Dis aPrOIN TURN TT, worn with grief, 

Dis HoNoR foul, unaw'd by ſhame, 

And every fiend that vice can name. 

All theſe in ample form depos'd 

Each fact the triple charge diſclos d, 

With taunts and gibes of bitter ſort, 

And aſking vengeance from the court. 
The pris'ner ſaid in his defence, 

That he indeed had ſmall pretence 

To ſoften facts fo deeply ſworn, 

But would for his offences mourn 8 

Vet more he hop'd than bare repentance 

ä Might ſtill be urg d to ward the ſentence. 

That he had held a place ſome years, 

He own'd with penitence and tears, 

But took it not from motives baſe, 

Th' indictment there miſtook the caſe - 

And though he had betray d his truſt * 

In being to his country Juſt, : 

| D Neglecting 
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Neglecting FacTion and her friends, 
He did it not for wicked ends, 
But that complaints and feuds might ceaſe, 


And jarring parties mix in peace. 


That what he wrote to GIL BERT WES 
Bore hard againſt him, he confeſs' d; 
Yet there they wrong'd him ; for the fact is, 
He reaſon'd for Belief, not Practice; 
And people might Believe, he thought, 
Though Practice might be deem'd a fault. 
He either dreamt it, or was told, 
Religion was rever d of old, 
That it gave breeding no offence, 
And was no foe to wit and ſenſe; 
But whether this was truth, or whim, 
He would not ſay; the doubt with him 
(And no great harm he hop'd) was how 
Th' enlighten'd world would take it now; 
If they admitted it, twas well, 
If not, he never talk'd of hell, 
Nor even hop'd to change men's meaſures, 


Or frighten ladies from their pleaſures. 


One 
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One accuſation, he confeſs'd, 
Had touch'd him more than all the reſt ; 
Three Patriot-Letters, high in fame, 
By him o'erthrown, and brought to ſhame. 
And though it was a rule in vogue, 
If one man call'd another rogue, 
The party injur'd might reply, 
And on his foe retort the lie ; 
Yet what accru'd from all his labour, 
But foul diſhonour to his neighbour ? 
And he's 4 moſt unchriſtian elf, 
Who others damns to fave himſelf. 
Beſides, as all men knew, he ſaid, 
Thoſe Letters only rail'd for bread ; 
And hunger was a known excuſe 
For proſtitution and abuſe ; 
A guinea, properly apply'd, 
Had made the Writer change his fide ; 
He wiſh'd he had not cut and carv'd him, 
And own'd, he ſhould have bought, not ſtary'd him. 

The court, he faid, knew all the reſt, 
And muſt proceed as they thought beſt ; 

D 2 | Only 
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Only he hop'd ſuch reſignation =» > 
Would plead ſome little mitigation ; 


And if his character was clear 


From other faults (and friends were near, 
Who would, when call'd upon, atteſt it) 
He did in humbleſt form requeſt it, 
To be from puniſhment exempt, 
And only ſuffer their contempt. 

The pris'ner's friends their claim preferr'd, 


In turn demanding to be heard. 5% 


InTEcrITY and Hoxnouk ſwore, 


BrenevoLENCE, and twenty more, 

That he was always of their party, 

And that they knew him firm and hearty. 
RELIOION, ſober dame, attended, 
And, as ſhe could, his cauſe befriended ; 
She ſaid, twas ſince he came from college, 
She knew him, introduc'd by KNowLEDGE ; 


The man was modeſt and ſincere, 


Nor farther could ſhe interfere. 


The Muszs begg'd to interpoſe, 5 


But Exvy with loud hiſſings roſe, ; 
And 
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And call'd them women of ill fame, 
Liars, and proſtitutes to ſhame ; 

And faid, to all the world 'twas known, 
SeL1M had had them every one. 

The pris'ner bluſh'd, the Muszs frown'd, 
When filence was proclaim'd around, 
And Facriox, riſing with the reſt, 

In form the pris ner thus addreſs d. 


You, Serum, thrice have been indicted, 


Firſt, that by wicked pride excited, 

And bent your country to diſgrace, 

You have receiv'd, and held a Place: 

Next, Infidelity to wound, 

You've dar'd, with arguments profound, 

To drive Freethinking to a ſtand, 

And with Religion vex the land, 

And laſtly, in contempt of right, 

With horrid and unnat'ral ſpite, 

You have an Author's fame o'erthrown, 

Thereby to build and fence your own. 
Theſe crimes ſucceſlive, on your trial, 


Have met with proots beyond denial ; 


21 
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To which yourſelf, with ſhame, conceded, 
And but in mitigation pleaded, 


| Yet that the Juſtice of the court 


May ſuffer not in men's report, 


7 & Judgment a moment I ſuſpend, 


To reaſon as from friend to friend. 
And firſt, that You, of all mankind, 


With Kings and Courts ſhould ſtain your mind! 


vou! who were Oppoſition's lord | 

Her nerves, her ſinews, and her ſword ! 

That You at laſt, for ſervile ends, 

Should wound the bowels of her friends | — 


Is aggravation of offence, 


That leaves for mercy no pretence. 

Yet more For You to urge your hate, 
And back the church, to aid the ſtate! 

For You to publiſh ſuch a Letter ! 

You | who have known Religion better | 
For You, I fay, to introduce 


The fraud again There's no excuſe, 
And laſt of all, to crown your ſhame, 
Was it for You to load with blame 


The 
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The writings of a Patriot-Youth, 


And ſummon Imocence and Truth 
- I's prop your cauſe ?---Was this for You ?--- 
But juſtice does your crimes purſue ; 
And ſentence now alone remains, 

Which thus, by Me, the court ordains. 


That you return from whence you came, 
« There to be ſtript of all your fame 
« By vulgar hands; That once a week 
« Old-England pinch you till you ſqueak ; 
«© That ribbald Pamphlets do purſue you, 
« And Lies and Murmurs, to undo you, 
« With every foe that WozTu procures, 
« And only VirTue's friends be Youss.” 


D 4 ODE 


OD E 


GARRICK, 


The TALK of the Tow N. 


I hen I ſaid I i die a batchelor, I did not think I 
ſhould live till I were married. 
Moch Abo ABOUT NorhiNG. 


1 
O, no; the left-hand box, in blue; 
There ! don't you ſee her ?---See Her / Who? 
Nay, hang me if I tell. 


There's Gankick in the muſic-box | 
Watch but his eyes; ſee there |-—0O, pox / 


Your ſervant, Ma MOISELLE | 
IT. But 
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| II. 
But tell me, David, is it true ? 
Lord help us | what will ſome folks do? 
How will they curſe this ſtranger 
What! fairly taken in for life 
A ſober, ſerious, wedded wife | 
O tie upon you, RaN ER! 
un 
The clergy too have join'd the chat ; 
« A papiſt | - - Has he thought of that? 
Or means he to convert her ?” 
Troth, boy, unleſs your zeal be ſtout, 
The nymph may turn Your faith about, 
By arguments experter. 
EE 
The ladies, pale and out of breath, 
Wild as the witches in Macbeth, 
Aſk if the deed be done? 
O, Davip! liſten to my lay! 
I'll prophecy the things they'll fay ; 
For tongues, you know, will run. | 
* 7 „ 
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V. 
« And pray, what other news d'ye hear? 
% Marry d- But don't you think, my dear, 
« He's growing out of faſhion ? 


« People may fancy what they will, 


« But Quix's the only actor ſtill, 

* To touch the tender paſſion. 
V. 
* Nay, madam, did you mind, laſt night, 


His Axcuzr ? Not a line on't right | | 


<« I thought I heard ſome hiſſes. 
« Good God! if BILLY MiLts, thought I, 
« Or BILLY HAVARD would but try, 

ce They'd beat him all to pieces. 

| VII. 

« Tas prudent though to drop his Bayes - - - 
« And [entre nous) the Laureat ſays, 

© He hopes he'll give up RichARD. 
« But then, it tickles me to ſee, 
«In HASTINGS, ſuch a ſhrimp as he 

« Attempt to raviſh PRITCHARD. 

VIII.“ The 
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ä VIII. 
c The fellow pleas d me well enough 
© In - - - - what d' ye call it? HoapLey's uff; 
ce There's ſomething there like nature: 
« Juſt fo, in life, he runs about, | 0 
e Plays at bo-peep, now in, now out, 
“ But hurts no mortal creature. 
- _— x | 
e And then there's BRLMON r to be ſure - -- 
« O hol my gentle Nzppy Moos | 
« How does my good lord mayor? 
And have you left Cheapfide, my dear ? 
« And will you write again next year, 


“To ſhew your fav'rite player? 
_r 
« But Makopz, we own, is fine, 
« EbMExES charms in every line ; 
How prettily he vapours ! 
«* So gay his dreſs, ſo young his look, 


© One would have ſworn *twas Mr. Coox, 


„Or Marnhzws, cutting capers,” 


E 2 XI. Thus, 
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XI. 


Thus, Davip, will the ladies flout, 


And councils hold at every rout, 
To alter all your plays ; 

Yarss ſhall be Bzxzpicr next year, 
MacxLiin be Ricyaryd, TaswELL LEAR, 
And Kirry Citvs be Bavss. 

XII. 
Two parts they readily allow 
Are yours ; but not one more, they vow ; 
And thus they cloſe their ſpite : 
You will be Sir JohN BRU TE, they ſay, 
A very Sir JohN BRU TB all day, 
And Fx1sBLE all the night. 
XIII. 
But tell me, fair ones, is it ſo ? 
You all did love him once,* we know ; 
What then provokes your gall ? 
Forbear to rail-----Fll tell you why; 
Quarrels may come, or madam die, 


And then there's hope for all, 


* Julius Cæſar. 


XIV, And 


to G ARRI CK. 29 


XIV. 
And now a word or two remains, 
Sweet Davy, and I cloſe my ſtrains; 
Think well ere you engage ; 
Vapours and ague-fits may come, 
And matrimonial claims at home, 
Un-nerve you for the ſtage. 
XV. 
But if you find your ſpirits right, 2 
Your mind at eaſe, and body tight, 
Take her ; you can't do better : 
A pox upon the tattling town | 
The fops that join to cry her down 
| Would give their ears to get her. 
XVI. 
Then if her heart be good and kind, 
(And ſure that face beſpeaks a mind 
As ſoft as woman's can be) 
Vou'll grow as conſtant as a dove, 
And taſte the purer ſweets of love, 
Unviſited by Ransy, 


ENVY 
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ENVY and FORTUNE, 
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AVS Envy to Foxruns, Soft, ſoft, madam Flirt! 
Not ſo faſt with your wheel, you'll be down in the dirt! 


c Well, and how does your Davip? Indeed, my dear creature, 
&« You've ſhewn him a wonderful deal of good- nature; 
ce His bags are ſo full, and ſuch praiſes his due, 
« That the like was ne'er known---and all owing to you : 
“Rut why won't you make him quite happy for life, 
And to all you have done add the gift of a wife ?” 

Says 
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Says Fox ruxx, and ſmil'd, Madam Exvy God fave ye; 
« But why always ſneering at me and poor Davy ? 
« I own that ſometimes, in contempt of all rules, 
« 1 laviſh my favours on blockheads and fools ; 
<« But the caſe is quite different here, I averr it, 
« For David ne'er knew me, till brought me by Merit. 
And yet to convince you-—nay, madam, no hifles--— 
« Good-manners at leaſt---fuch behaviour as this is—-!” 
(For mention but MzziT, and Envy flies out 
With a hiſs and a yell that would filence a rout. 
But ForTUNE went on)---* To convince you, I ſay, | 
That I honour your ſcheme, I'll about it to-day ; 
The man ſhall be marry'd, ſo pray now be eaſy, 
« And GarRicx for once ſhall do ſomething to pleaſe ye.“ 
So ſaying, ſhe rattled her wheel out of ſight, 
While Envy walk'd after, and grinn'd with delight. 
It ſeems *twas a trick that ſhe long had been brewing, 
To marry poor Dav1p, and ſo be his ruin: 
For SLANDER had told her the creature lov'd pelt, 
And car'd not a fig for a ſoul but himſelf; 
From thence ſhe was ſure, had the Dzvir a daughter, 
He'd ſnap at the girl, ſo 'twas FoxTuxs that brought her. 
| | And 
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And then ſhould her temper be ſullen or haughty, 
Her fleſh too be frail , and incline to be naughty, 
 *Twould fret the poor fellow ſo out of his reaſon, 
That BaRRY and Quin would ſet faſhions next ſeaſon. 
But FoxTuns, who ſaw what the Fury deſign'd, 
| Reſolv'd to get David a wife to his mind; 
Yet afraid of herſelf in a matter ſo nice, 
She viſited Pxupexce, and beg'd her advice. 
The nymph ſhook her head when the buſineſs ſhe knew, 
And faid that her female acquaintance were few ; 
That excepting miſs R -O, yes, there was one, 
A friend of that lady's, ſhe viſited none; 
But the firſt was too great, and the laſt was too good, 
And as for the reſt, ſhe might get whom ſhe cou'd. 
Away hurry'd FoxTuns, perplex'd and half mad, 
But her promiſe was paſs'd, and a wife muſt be had: 
She travers'd the town from one corner to t'other, 
Now knocking at one door, and then at another. 
The girls curtſy'd low as ſhe look'd in their faces, 
And bridled and primm'd with abundance of graces ; 
But this was coquettiſh, and that was a prude, 
One ſtupid and dull, bother noiſy and rude; 


A third 
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A third was affected, quite careleſs a fourth, 
With prate without meaning, and pride without worth ; 
A fifth, and a fixth, and a ſeventh were ſuch 
As either knew nothing, or ſomething too much---- 
In ſhort as they paſs'd, ſhe to all had objections, 
The gay wanted thought, the good-humour'd affections, 
The prudent were ugly, the ſenſible dirty, 
And all of them flirts, from fifteen up to thirty. 

When FoxTune ſaw this ſhe began to look filly, 


Yet ſtill ſhe went on till ſhe reach'd Piccadilly; 

But vex'd, and fatigu d, and the night growing late, 

She reſted her wheel within Burlington gate. 

My lady roſe up, as ſhe ſaw her come in, 

O ho, madam Gznws! pray where have you been?“ 

(For her ladyſhip thought, from ſo ſerious an air, 

Twas Gex1vs come home, for it ſeems ſhe liv'd there.) 

But FoxTuxe, not minding her ladyſhip's blunder, 

And wiping her forehead, cry'd, © Well may you wonder 

« To fee me thus flurry'd,” then told her the caſe, 

And ſigh'd till her ladyſhip laugh'd in her face. 

« Mighty civil indeed l' - Come, a truce, ſays my lady, 

« A truce with complaints, and perhaps I may aid ye. 
F' > * 
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I'll ſhew you a girl that---here, MaxrIx ! go tell-— 
But ſhe's gone to undreſs ; by-and-by is as well 
I'll ſhew you a fight that you'll fancy uncommon, 

« Wit, beauty and goodneſs, all met ina woman; 
A heart to no folly or miſchief inclin'd, 
© A Bopy all grace, and all ſweetneſs a Mix p.“ 

O, pray let me ſee her, ſays Fortune and ſmil'd, 
De Wok give her to me, and I'll make her my child--- 
„ But who, my dear, who? - for you have not told yet 
« Who indeed, ſays my lady, if not ViousTTs ?” 
Ihe words were ſcarce ſpoke when ſhe enter'd the room; 
A A bluſh at the ſtranger ſtill heighten'd her bloom; 

So humble her looks were, ſo mild was her air, 
That Fox ruxg, aſtoniſh'd, ſat mute in her chair. 
My lady roſe up, and with countenance bland, 
« This is Fox TUNE, my dear, and preſented her hand: 
The goddeſs embrac'd her, and call'd her her own, 
And, compliments over, her errand made known. 

But how the ſweet girl colour'd, flutter'd and trembled, 

How oft ſhe faid no, and how ill ſhe diſſembled; 

Or how little Dav1p rejoic'd at the news, | 

And ſwore, from all others, 'twas her he would chuſe; 


What 
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What methods he try'd, and what arts to prevail ; 

All theſe, were they told, would but burden my tale--- 

In ſhort, all affairs were ſo happily carry'd, 

That hardly fix weeks paſs'd away till they marry'd. 
But Envy grew fick when the ſtory ſhe heard, 

Viol RT TE was the girl that of all ſhe moſt fear'd ; 

She knew her good-humour, her beauty and ſweetneſs, 

Her eaſe and compliance, her taſte and her neatneſs; 

From theſe ſhe was ſure that her man could not roam ; 

And muſt riſe on the ſtage, from contentment at home : 

80 on ſhe went hiſſing, and inwardly curs'd her, 

And GaRRICE next ſeaſon will certainly burſt her. 
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TO THE 
RIGHT HONOURABLE 


HENRY PELHAM 


THE 


Humble PETITION 


OF THE 
 WORSHIPFUL COMPANY 


OF 
PoE rs andNEWsS-WRITERS. 


 SHEWETH, 
HAT your Honovx's petitioners (dealers in rhymes, 
And writers of ſcandal, for mending the times) 
By loſſes in bus'neſs, and England's well-doing, 
Are ſunk in their credit, and verging on ruin, 
That theſe their misfortunes, they humbly conceive, 
Ariſe not from dulneſs, as ſome folks believe, 
But 
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But from rubs in their. way, which your Honour ſins laid, 


And want of materials to carry on trade. 
That they always had form'd high conceits of their ule 


And meant their laſt breath ſhould go out in abuſe; 

But now (and they ſpeak it with ſorrow and tears) 

dince your Hox ox has fat at the helm of affairs, 

No party will join them, no faction invite 

To heed what they ſay, or to read what they write; 

Sedition, and Tumult, and Diſcord are fled, 

And Slander ſcarce ventures to lift up her head--- 

In ſhort, public bus'neſs is ſo carry'd on, 

That their country is ſav'd, and the patriots undone. 
To perplex them {till more, and ſure famine to bring, 

(Now fatire has loft both its truth and its ſting) 

If, in ſpite of their natures, they bungle at praiſe, 

Your Hoxous regards not, and nobody pays. 


YOUR petitioners therefore moſt humble intreat 
(As the times will allow, and your Honour thinks meet) 
That meaſures be chang'd, and ſome cauſe of complaint 
Be immediately furniſh'd, to end their reſtraint ; '_ 
Their * thereby, 1. their trade to n, 


| 
| 
! 
| 
| 
| 
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Or elſe (if your wiſdom ſhall deem it all one) 


Now the parliament's riſing, and buſineſs is done, 
That your Honouk would pleaſe, at this dangerous criſis, 
To take to your boſom a few private vices, 
By which your petitioners haply might thrive, 
And keep both themſelves, and Contention alive. 

In compaſſion, good 81x, give them ſomething to ſay, 
And your Honovs's petitioners ever ſhall pray. 
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SARAH ***+, alias SLIM SAL, 
FOR | 
PRIVATELY STEALING. 


THE pris'ner was at large indicted, 
For that by thirſt of gain excited, 

One day in July laſt, at tea, 

And in the houſe of Mrs. P, 

From the left breaſt of E. M. gent. 

With baſe felonious intent, 

Did then and there a heart with ſtrings, 

Reſt, quiet, peace, and other things, 

Steal, rob and plunder; and all them 

The chattels of the ſaid E. M. 
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The proſecutor ſwore, laſt May 
(The month he knew, but not the day) 
He left his friends in town, and went 
Upon a viſit down in Kent : 
That ſtaying there a month or two, 
He ſpent his time as others do, 
In riding, walking, fiſhing, ſwimming ; 
But being much inclin'd to women, 
And young and wild, and no great reaſoner, 
He got acquainted with the priſoner. 
He own'd 'twas rumour'd in thoſe parts 
That ſhe'd a trick of ſtealing hearts, 
And from fifteen to twenty-two, 
Had made the devil and all to do: 
But Mr. W, the vicar, 


(And no man brews you better liquor) 
| Spoke of her thefts as tricks of youth, 


The frolics of a girl forſooth ; 
Things now were on another ſcore, 
He faid ; for ſhe was twenty-four. 
However, to make matters ſhort, 


And not to treſpaſs on the court, 
The 
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The lady was diſcover'd bon, 
And thus it was. One afternoon, 
The ninth of July laſt; or near it, 
(As to the day, he could not ſwear it) 
In company at Mrs. P's, 
Where folks ſay any thing they pleaſe; - 
Dean L, and lady Mary by, 
And Fanny waiting on Miſs V, 
(He own'd he was inclin'd to think 
Both were a little in their drink) 
The pris'ner aſk*d, and call'd him couſin, 
How many kiſſes made a dozen? 
That being, as he own'd, in liquor, 
The queſtion made his blood run quicker, 
And, ſenſe and reaſon in eclipſe, 
He vow'd he'd ſcore them on her lips. 
That riſing up to keep his word, 
He got as far as kiſs the third, 
And would have counted t'other nine, 
And fo all preſent did opine, 
But that he felt a ſudden dizzineſs, 
That quite undid him for the buſineſs ; 

G * - 
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His ſpeech, he ſaid, began to faulter, 

His eyes to ſtare, his mouth to water, 

His breaſt to thump without ceſſation, 

And all within one conflagration. 
| Bleſs me ! ſays Fanny, what's the matter? 

And lady Mary look'd hard at her, 

And ſtamp'd, and wilh'd the pris'ner further, 

And cry'd out, part them, or there's murther 1 

That ſtill he held the pris'ner faſt, 

And would have ſtood it to the laſt ; 

But ſtruggling to go through the reſt, 
He felt a pain acroſs his breaſt, 

A ſort of ſudden twinge, he aid, 

That ſeem'd almoſt to ftrike him dead, 

And after that ſuch cruel fmarting, 

He thought the ſoul and body parting. 

That then he let the pris'aer go, 

And ſtagger'd off a ſtep or ſo, 

And thinking that his heart was ill, 
He begg'd of Miſs Y's maid to feel. 
That Fanny ſtept before the reſt, 

And laid her hand upon his breaſt ; 

5 But, | 
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But, mercy on us | what a ſtare 
The creature gave | no heart was there; 5 
Souſe went her fingers in the hole, 
Whence heart, and ſtrings, and all were ſtole. 
That Fanny turn'd and told the priſoner, 
She was a thief, and ſo ſhe'd chriſten her, 
And that it was a burning ſhame, | 
And brought the houſe an evil name, 
And if ſhe did not put the heart in, 
The man would pine and die for certain. 
The pris'ner then was in her airs, 
And bid her mind her own affairs, 
And told his reverence, and the reſt of em, 
She was as honeſt as the beſt of em. 
That lady Mary and dean L 
Roſe up and faid, twas mighty well, 
But that, in gen'ral terms they ſaid it, 
A heart was gone, and ſome one had it ; 
Words would not do, for ſearch they muſt, 
And ſearch they would, and her the firſt, 
That then the pris'ner dropp'd her anger, 
And faid, ſhe hop'd they would not hang ber, 
G 2 That 
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That all ſhe did was meant in jeſt, 
And there the heart was and the reſt. 
That then the dean cry'd out, O he | 
And ſent in haſte for juſtice I, | 
Who, though he knew her friends and pity'd her, 
Call'd her hard names, and ſo committed her. 
The parties preſent ſwore the ſame ; 
And Fanny ſaid the pris'ner's name 
Had frighten'd all the country round, 
And glad ſhe was the bill was found. 
She knew a man, who knew another, 
Who knew the very party's eng 
Who loſt his heart by mere ſurprize, 
One morning looking at her eyes; 
And others had been known to ſqueak, 
Who only chanc'd to hear her ſpeak : 
For ſhe had words of ſuch a ſort, 
That though ſhe knew no reaſon for't, 
Would make a man of ſenſe run mad, 
And rifle him of all he had; 


And that ſhe'd rob the whole * 
If ever ſhe had opportunity. 
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The pris'ner now-firſt filence broke, 

And curtſy'd round her as ſhe ſpoke. 
She own'd, ſhe ſaid, it much incens'd her, 
To hear ſuch matters ſworn againſt her, 
But that ſhe hop'd to keep her temper, 
And prove herſelf eadem ſemper. 
That what the proſecutor ſwore 
Was ſome part true, and ſome part more ; 
She own'd ſhe had been often ſeen with him, 
And laugh'd and chatted on the green with him; 
The fellow ſeem'd to have humanity, 
And told her tales that ſooth'd her vanity, 
Pretending that he lov'd her vaſtly, 
And that all women elſe look'd ghaſtly. 
But then ſhe hop'd the court would think 
She never was inclin'd to drink, 

Or ſuffer hands like his to daub her, or 
- Encourage men to kiſs and flobber her; 
She'd have folks know ſhe did not love it, 
Or if ſhe did, ſhe was above it. 
But this, ſhe ſaid, was ſworn of courſe, 


| To prove her giddy, and then worſe; 
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As ſhe whoſe conduct was thought levis, 
Might very well be reckon' d thieviſh. 

She hop'd, ſhe ſaid, the court's diſcerning 
Would pay ſome honour to her learning, 


For every day from four to paſt ſix, 
She went up- ſtairs, and read the claſſics. 
Thus having clear'd herſelf of levity, 
The reſt, ſhe ſaid, would come with brevity. 


And firſt, it injur'd not her honour 
To own the heart was found upon her ; 
For ſhe could prove, and did averr, - 


The paultry thing belong'd to her: 


The fact was thus, This prince of knaves 


Was once the humbleſt of her ſlaves, 
And often had confeſs'd the dart 
Her eyes had lodg'd within his heart : 


That ſhe, as twas her conſtant faſhion, 


Made great diverſion of his paſſion ; 


Which ſet his blood in ſuch a ferment, 
As ſeem'd to threaten his interment: 
That then ſhe was afraid of loſing him, 
And fo deſiſted from abuſing him: 


And 
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And often came and felt his pulſe, 
And bid him write to doctor Hulſe. 
The proſecutor thank'd her kindly, 
And ſigh'd, and ſaid ſhe look'd divinely ; 
But told her that his heart was burſting, 
And doctors he had little truſt in, 
He therefore begg'd her to accept it, 
And hop'd *twould mend if once ſhe kept it. 
That having no averſion to it, | 
She ſaid, with all her ſoul, ſhe'd do it; 
But then ſhe begg'd him to remember, 
If he ſhould need it in December, 
(For winter months would make folks ſhiver, 
Who wanted either heart or liver) 
It never could return; and added, 
*Twas hers for life, if once ſhe had it. 
The proſecutor ſaid amen, 
And that he wiſh'd it not again, 
And took it from his breaſt and gave her, 
And bow'd, and thank'd her for the favour ; 
But begg'd the thing might not be ſpoke of, 
As heartleſs men were made a joke of. 

| That 
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That next day, whiſp'ring him about it, 

And aſking how he felt without it, 

He ſigh'd, and cry'd alack | alack 

And begg'd, and pray d to have it back; 

Or that ſhe'd give him hers inſtead on't, 

But ſhe conceiv'd there was no need on't, 

And faid, and bid him make no pother, 

He ſhould have neither one nor t'other. 

That then he rav'd and ſtorm'd like fury, 

And ſaid that one was his de jure, 

And rather than he'd leave-purſuing her, 

He'd ſwear a robbery and ruin her. 
That this was truth ſhe did averr, 

Whatever hap betided Her; 

Only that Mrs. P, ſhe ſaid, 

Miſs V, and her deluded maid, | 


And lady Mary, and his reverence 

Were folks, to whom ſhe paid ſome deference, 

And that ſhe verily believ d 

They were not perjur'd, but deceiv'd. 

Then doctor D begg d leave to ſpeak, 

And figh'd as if his heart would break. | 
He 
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He faid that he was madam's ſurgeon, 

Or rather, as in Greek, chirurgeon, 
From chier, manus, ergon, opus, 

(As ſcope is from the Latin /copus.) 

That he, he ſaid, had known the priſoner 
From the firſt ſun that ever riſe on her ; 


And griev'd he was to ſee her there; 


But took upon himſelf to ſwear 

There was not to be found in nature 

A ſweeter or a better creature; 

And if the king (God bleſs him) knew her, 
He'd leave St. James's to get to her : = — 
But then as to the fact in queſtion, | 
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He knew no more on't than Hephæſtion; 
It might be falſe, and might be true, 
And this, he ſaid, was all he knew. 

The judge proceeded to the charge, 
And gave the evidence at large, 


r 


But often caſt a ſheep's eye at her, 

And ſtrove to mitigate the matter, 

Pretending facts were not ſo clear, 

And mercy ought to interfere. 

5 E The 
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The jury then withdrew a moment, 
As if on wei ghty points to comment, 
And right or wrong, reſolv'd to fave her, 
T hey gave a verdict in her favour. 
But why or wherefore things were ſo, 
It matters not for us to know : 
The culprit, by eſcape grown bold, 
Pilfers alike from young and old, 
The country all around her teazes, 
And robs, or murders whom ſhe pleaſes. 
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FEN DEL. 
The EAGLE, and the Aſſembly of Birds. 
T © 


HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 
1 HE 


PRINCESS of WALES. 


H E moral lay, to beauty due, 
I write, Faiz ExckLILENCE, to you; 
Well pleas'd to hope my vacant hours 


Have been employ'd to ſweeten yours. 


H 2 Truth 
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Truth under fiction impart, 
To weed out folly from the heart, 

And ſhew the paths, that lead aſtray 
The wandring nymph from wiſdom's way. 
I flatter none. The great and good 

Are by their actions underſtood ; 


Your monument if actions raiſe, 


Shall I deface by idle praiſe ? 


I echo not the voice of fame, 


That dwells delighted on your name ; 
Her friendly tale, however true, 
Were flatt'ry, if I told it you. 

The proud, the envious, and the vain, 
The jilt, the prude, demand my ſtrain; 
To theſe, deteſting praiſe, I write, 

And vent, in charity, my ſpite. 
With friendly hand J hold the glaſs 
To all, promiſcuous as they pals ; 
Should folly there her likeneſs view, 
I fret not that the mirror's true ; 
If the fantaſtic form offend, 
I made it not, but would amend. 
| Virtue, 


the L AD IE S, 
Virtue, in every clime and age, 
Spurns at the folly-ſoothing page, 
While fatire, that offends the ear 
Of vice and paſlion, pleaſes her. 
Premiſing this, your anger ſpare, 
And claim the fable, you, who dare. 


2: HE birds in place, by factions preſs d, 
To Jupiter their pray'rs addreſs' d; 
By ſpecious lies the ſtate was vex'd, 
Their counſels libellers perplex'd ; 
They begg d (to ſtop ſeditious tongues) 
A gracious hearing of their wrongs. 
Jove grants their ſuit. The Eagle fate, 
Decider of the grand debate. 

The Pye, to truſt and pow'r rar 4 
Demands permiſſion to be heard. 
Says he, prolixity of phraſe ; - (027% 
You know I hate. This libel ſays, . 


« Some birds there are, who prone to noiſe, . . 


« Are hir'd to ſilence wiſdom's voice, 
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« And {kill'd to chatter out the hour, 


Riſe by their emptineſs to pow'r.” 


That 
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That this is aim'd direc at me, 
No doubt, you'll readily agree; 
Yet well this ſage aſſembly knows, 
By parts to government I roſe ; 
My prudent counſels prop the ſtate ; 
Magpies were never known to prate. 

The Kite roſe up. His honeſt heart 
In virtue's ſuff rings bore a part. 
That there were birds of prey he knew; 


So far the libeller ſaid true; 


„ Voracious, bold, to rapine-prone, 

M ho knew no int'reſt but their own; 

« Who hov'ring o'er the farmer's yard, 

6“ Nor pigeon, chick, nor duckling ſpar'd.” 

This might be true, but if apply'd 

To him, in troth, the ſland'rer ly'd. 

Since ign'rance then might be miſled, 

Such things, he thought, were beſt unſaid. 
The Crow was vex'd. As yeſter-morn 

He flew acroſs the new-ſown corn, 

A ſcreaming boy was ſet for pay, 


He knew, to drive the crows away 


Scandal 
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Scandal had found out him in turn, 

And buzz'd abroad, that crows love corn. 
The Owl aroſe, with ſolemn face, 

And thus harangu'd upon the caſe. 

That magpies prate, it may be true, 

A kite may be voracious too, 

Crows ſometimes deal in new- ſown peaſe; 
He libels not, who ſtrikes at theſe ; 

The ſlander's here But there are birds, 
Whoſe wiſdom lies in looks, not words; 
e Blund'rers, who level in the dark, 
And always ſhoot beſide the mark.” 
He names not me; but theſe are hints, 
Which manifeſt at whom he ſquints; 

I were indeed that blund'ring fow], 

To queſtion if he meant an owl. 

Ye wretches, hence | the Eagle cries, 
"Tis conſcience, conſcience that applies; 
The virtuous mind takes no alarm, 
Secur'd by innocence from harm ; 
While guilt, and his aſſociate fear, 

Are ſtartled at the paſſing air. | 
DES FABLE 
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FABLE I. 
The PANTHER, the HORSE, and other Beaſts, 


HE man, who ſeeks to win the fair, 
(so cuſtom ſays) muſt truth forbear ; 
Muſt fawn and flatter, cringe and lie, 
And raiſe the goddeſs to the ſky. 
For truth is hateful to her ear, 
A rudeneſs, which ſhe cannot bear. 
A rudeneſs? Yes. I ſpeak my thoughts ; 
For truth u pbraids her with her faults. 
How wretched, Cloe, then am I, 
Who love you, and yet cannot lie ! 
And ſtill to make you leſs my friend, 
I ſtrive your errors to amend | 
But ſhall the ſenſeleſs fop impart - 
The ſofteſt paſſion to your heart, 
While he, who tells you honeſt truth, 
And points to happineſs your youth, 

7 Determines, 
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Determines, by his care, his lot, 


T N me, my * wich greater caſe 
Your taſte for flatt'ry I could pleaſe, 
And fimilies in each dull line, 

Like glow-worms f in the dark, ſhould ſhine. 
What if I fay your lips diſcloſe 

The freſhneſs of the op'ning roſe ? 

Or that your cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs ? 

Yet certain as theſe flow'rs ſhall fade, 
Time every beauty will invade. 

The butterfly, of various hue, 

More than the flow'r reſembles you ; 
Fair, flutt'ring, fickle, buſy thing, 

To pleaſure ever on the wing, 

Gayly coquetting for an hour, 

To die, and ne'er be thought of more. 


Would you the bloom of youth ſhould laſt 


Tis virtue that muſt bind it faſt ; ; 
An eaſy carriage, wholly free 
From ſour reſerve, or levity; 
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Good-natur'd mirth, an open heart, 
And looks unſkill'd in any art ; 
Humility, enough to own 


The frailties, which a friend makes known, 


And decent pride, enough to know 
The worth, that virtue can beſtow. 

Theſe are the charms, which ne'er decay, 
Though youth, and beauty fade away, 


And time, which all things elſe removes, 


Still heightens virtue, and improves. 
You'll frown, and aſk to what intent 

This blunt addreſs to you is fent ? 

I'll ſpare the queſtion, and confeſs 

I'd praiſe you, if I lov'd you leſs ; 


But rail, be angry, or complain, 


I will be rude, while you are vain. 


BENEATER a lion's peaceful reign, 
When beaſts met friendly on the plain, 
A Panther, of majeſtic port, 


(The vaineſt female of the court) 


With ſpotted ſkin, and eyes of fire, 


Where 
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| 
| 
| 


| 
: 
5 
; 


: n 


Where e' er ſhe mov' d, a ſervile crowd 
Of fawning creatures cring d and bow'd ; 
Aſſemblies every week ſhe held, 
(Like modern belles) with coxcombs fill'd, 
Where noiſe, and nonſenſe, and grimace, 
And lies and ſcandal fill'd the place. 

Behold the gay, fantaſtic thing, 
Encircled by the ſpacious ring. 
Low-bowing, with important look, 
As firſt in rank, the Monkey ſpoke. 
“ Gad take me, madam, but I ſwear, 
< No angel ever look'd fo fair: 
« Forgive my rudeneſs, but I vow, 
“ You were not quite divine till now ; | 
« Thoſe limbs ! that ſhape! and then thoſe eyes 
« O, cloſe them, or the gazer dies!” 

Nay, gentle pug, for goodneſs huſh, 
I vow, and ſwear, you make me bluſn; 
I ſhall be angry at this rate ; 
Tis ſo like flatt'ry, which I hate. 

The Fox, in deeper cunning vers'd, 
The beauties of her mind rehears'd, 

I 2 And 
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And talk'd of knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, 
To which the fair have vaſt pretence! 
Yet well he knew them always vain 
Of what they ſtrive not to attain, 
And play'd ſo cunningly his part, 
That pug was rival'd in his art. 
The Goat avow'd his am'rous flame, 


And burnt for what he durſt not name; 
Vet hop'd a meeting in the wood 


Might make his meaning underſtood. 


Half angry at the bold addreſs, 
She frown' d; but yet ſhe muſt confeſs, 
Such beauties might inflame his blood, 
But ſtill his phraſe was ſomewhat rude. 
The Hog her neatneſs much. admir'd ; 

The formal Aſs her ſwiftneſs fir'd ; 
While all to feed her folly ſtrove, 
And by their praiſes ſhar'd her love. 

The Horſe, whoſe gen'rous heart diſdain'd 
Applauſe, by ſervile flatt'ry gain'd, 
With graceful courage, ſilence broke, 
And thus with indignation ſpoke. 

When 
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When flat ring monkeys fawn, and prate, 


They juſtly raiſe contempt, or hate; 
For merit's turn'd to ridicule, 
Applauded by the grinning fool. 
The artful fox your wit commends, 


Jo lure you to his ſelfiſh ends; 


From the vile flatt'rer turn away, 
For knaves make friendſhips to betray. 
Diſmiſs the train of fops, and fools, 
And learn to live by wiſdom's rules; 
Such beauties might the lion warm, 
Did not your folly break the charm ; 
For who would court that lovely ſhape, 
To be the rival of an ape ? 
He faid ; and ſnorting in diſdain, 
Spurn'd at the crowd, and ſought the plain, 
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FABLE III. 
The NIGHTINGALE, and GLOW-WORM. 


MR prudent nymph, whoſe cheeks diſcloſe 
The lily, and the bluſhing roſe, 
From public view her charms will ſcreen, 
And rarely in the crowd be ſeen ; 
This ſimple truth ſhall keep her wile, 
© The faireſt fruits attract the flies. 


ONE night, a Glow-worm, proud and vain, 
Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 

Cry'd, ſure there never was in nature 

So elegant, ſo fine a creature. 

All other inſects, that I ſee, 

The frugal ant, induſtrious bee, 

Or filk-worm, with contempt I view; 


With all that low, mechanic crew, 


Who ſervilely their lives employ 


In buſineſs, enemy to joy. 
| Mean, 
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Mean, vulgar herd | ye are my ſcorn, 


For grandeur only I was born, 


Or ſure am ſprung from race divine, 
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And plac'd on earth, to live and ſhine. 

Thoſe lights, that ſparkle fo on high, 
Are but the glow-worms of the ſky, 

And kings on earth their gems admire, 


Becauſe they imitate my fre. 


| 
| 
4 
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She ſpoke. Attentive on a ſpray, 
A Nightingale forbore his lay; 
He ſaw the ſhining morſel near, 
And flew, directed by the glare; | 
A while he gaz'd with ſober look, | | 
And thus the trembling prey beſpoke. 
Deluded fool, with pride elate, | | | 
Know, tis thy beauty brings thy fate: | 
Leſs dazzling, long thou might'ſt have lain 
- Unheeded on the velvet plain: 
Pride, ſoon or late, degraded mourns, 
And beauty wrecks whom ſhe adorns, 


— r CCRT. 


FABLE 


64 FABLES for 


FABLE IV. 


HYMEN, and DEATH. 
IXTEEN, d'ye ſay ? Nay then tis time; 


Another year deſtroys your prime, 
But ſtay The ſettlement! © That's made.” 
Why then's my ſimple girl afraid ? 
Yet hold a moment, it you can, 
And heedfully the fable ſcan. 


Tun ſhades were fled, the morning bluſh'd, 
The winds were in their caverns huſh'd, 
When Hymen, penſive and ſedate, 

Held o'er the fields his muſing gait. 

Behind him, through the green-wood ſhade, 
Death's meagre form the god ſurvey'd, 
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Who quickly, with gigantic ſtride, 
Out-went his pace, and join'd his fide. 
The chat on various ſubjects ran, 


Till angry Hymen thus began. 
| Relentleſs 
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Relentleſs Death, whoſe iron ſway 
Mortals reluctant muſt obey, 

Still of thy pow'r ſhall I complain, 
And thy too partial hand arraign ? 
When Cupid brings a pair of hearts, 
All over ſtuck with equal darts, 

Thy cruel ſhafts my hopes deride, 
And cut the knot, that Hymen ty'd. 

Shall not the bloody, and the bold, 
The miſer, hoarding up his gold, 

The harlot, reeking from the ſtew, 
Alone thy fell revenge purſue ? 
But muſt the gentle, and the kind 
Thy fury, undiſtinguiſh'd, find ? 

The monarch calmly thus reply'd ; 
Weigh well the cauſe, and then decide. 
That friend of yours, you lately nam'd, 
Cupid, alone is to be blam'd; _ 


| Then let the charge be juſtly laid ; 
That idle boy neglects his trade, 


And hardly once in twenty years, 
A couple to your temple bears. 
VS . The 
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'The wretches, whom your office blends, 


Silenus now, or Plutus ſends; 
Hence care, and bitterneſs, and ſtrife 


Are common to the nuptial life. 


Believe me; more than all mankind, 


Your vot'ries my compaſſion find; 
Yet cruel am I call'd, and baſe, 


Who ſeek the wretched to releaſe ; 


The captive from his bonds to free, 
Indiſſoluble but for me. 

"Tis I entice him to the yoke ; 
By me, your crowded altars ſmoke : 
For mortals boldly dare the nooſe, 
Secure that Death will ſet them looſe, 
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The POET, and his PATRON. 


HY, Calia, is your ſpreading waiſt 

So looſe, ſo negligently lac'd ? 
Why muſt the wrapping bed-gown hide 
Your ſnowy boſom's ſwelling pride? 
How ill that dreſs adorns your head, 
Diſtain'd, and rumpled from the bed 
Thoſe clouds, that ſhade your blooming face, 
A little water might diſplace, 
As nature every morn beſtows 
The cryſtal dew, to cleanſe the roſe. 
Thoſe treſſes, as the raven black, 
That wav'd in ringlets down your back, 
Vncomb'd, and injur d by neglect, 
Deſtroy the face, which once they deck d. 

Whence this forgetfulneſs of dreſs ? 
Pray, madam, are you marry'd? Ves. 
K 2 
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Nay, then indeed the wonder ceaſes, 


No matter now how looſe your dreſs is; 

The end is won, your fortune's made, 

Your ſiſter now may take the trade. 
Alas! what pity tis to find 

This fault in half the female kind! 


From hence proceed averſion, ſtrife, 


And all that ſours the wedded lite. 
Beauty can only point the dart, 

Tis neatneſs guides it to the heart ; 
Let neatneſs then, and beauty ſtrive 
To keep a wav'ring flame alive. 

'Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep the conqueſt, than ſubdue ; 
Admit us once behind the ſcreen, 
What is there farther to be ſeen ? 

A newer face may raiſe the flame, 
But every woman is the ſame. 

Then ſtudy chiefly to improve 
The charm, that fix'd your huſband's love. 
Weigh well his humour. Was it dreſs, 
That gave your beauty power to bleſs ? 
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Purſue it ſtill ; be neater ſeen 5 © 

Tis always frugal to be clean; 

So ſhall you keep alive deſire, 

And time's ſwift wing ſhall fan the fire. 


IN garret high (as ſtories ſay) 

A Poet ſung his tuneful lay; 

So ſoft, ſo ſmooth his verſe, you'd ſwear 
Apollo, and the muſes there. 
Through all the town his praiſes rung, 
His ſonnets at the playhouſe ſung ; 
High waving o'er his lab ring head, 
The goddeſs Want her pinions ſpread, 
And with poetic fury fir d, 

What Phoebus faintly had inſpir'd. 

A noble Youth, of taſte and wit, 
Approv'd the ſprightly things he writ, 
And ſought him in his cobweb dome, 
Diſcharg'd his rent, and brought him home. 

Behold him at the ſtately board, 
Who, but the Poet, and my Lord! 
Each day deliciouſly he dines, 

And greedy quaffs the gen'rous wines; 
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His ſides were plump, his ſkin was ſleek, 
And plenty wanton'd on his cheek ; 
Aſtoniſh'd at the change ſo new, 

Away th' inſpiring goddeſs flew. 

Now, dropt for politics, and news, 
Neglected lay the drooping muſe z 
Unmindful whence his fortune came, 

He ſtifled the poetic flame; 
Nor tale, nor ſonnet, for my lady, 
Lampoon, nor epigram was ready. 

With juſt contempt his Patron ſaw, 
(Reſolv'd his bounty to withdraw) 

And thus, with anger in his look, 
The late-repenting fool beſpoke. 

Blind to the good that courts thee grown, 
Whence has the ſun of favour ſhone? 
Delighted with thy tuneful art, 


Eſteem was growing in my heart ; 

But idly thou reject'ſt the charm, 

That gave it birth, and kept it warm. 
Unthinking fools, alone deſpiſe 

The arts, that taught them firſt to riſe, 
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FABLE VI 
The WOLF, the SHEEP, and the LAMB. 


UTY demands, the parent's voice 
Should ſanctify the daughter's choice; 
In that, is due obedience ſhown ; 
To chuſe, belongs to her alone. | 
Mlay horror ſeize his midnight hour, 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, 
And claims, by purchaſe vile and baſe, 
The loathing maid for his embrace ; 
Hence virtue ſickens; and the breaſt, 
Where peace had built her downy neſt, 
Becomes the troubled ſeat of care, 
And pines with anguiſh and deſpair. 


A Wolf, rapacious, rough and bold, 
Whoſe nightly plunders thinn'd the fold, 
Contemplating his ill-ſpent life, 


And cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife. 
5 | . His 
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His purpoſe known, the ſavage race, 

In num'rous crowds, attend the place; 

For why, a mighty Wolf he was, 

And held dominion in his jaws. 

Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 
And humbly his alliance fought ; 

But cold by age, or elſe too nice, 

None found acceptance in his eyes. 

It happen'd, as at early dawn, 

He ſolitary croſs'd the lawn, 

Stray d from the fold, a ſportive Lamb 

Skip'd wanton by her fleecy Dam; 
When Cupid, foe to man and beaſt, 

Diſcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt. 

The tim'rous breed the robber knew, 
And trembling o'er the meadow flew; 
Their nimbleſt {peed the Wolf o'ertook, 
And courteous, thus the Dam beſpoke. 

Stay, faireſt, and ſuſpend your fear, 
Truſt me, no enemy is near; 

Theſe jaws, in ſlaughter oft imbru'd, 
At length have known enough of blood; 
| And 
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And kinder bus neſs brings me now, 
Vanquiſh'd, at beauty's feet to bow. 
You have a daughter Sweet, forgive 
A Wolf's addreſs. -In her I live; 
Love from her eyes like light'ning came, 
And ſet my marrow all on flame; 

Let your conſent confirm my choice, 
And ratify our nuptial joys. 

Me ample wealth, and pow'r attend, 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend ; 
What midnight robber dare invade 
The fold, if I the guard am made? 

At home the ſhepherd's curr may ſleep, 
While I ſecure his maſter's ſheep. 

Diſcourſe like this, attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's breaſt inflam'd ; 
Now fearleſs by his fide ſhe walk'd, 

Of ſettlements, and jointures talk'd ; 


Propos'd, and doubled her demands 
Of flow'ry fields, and turnip-lands. 


The Wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells ; 


To Miſs her happy fate ſhe tells ; 
L And 
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And of the grand alliance vain, 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 

The loathing Lamb with horror hears, 
And wearies out her Dam with pray'rs ; 
But all in vain; mamma beſt knew 
What unexperienc'd girls ſhould do; 

So, to the neighb'ring meadow carry'd, 
A formal aſs the couple marry'd. 


Torn from the tyrant-mother's ſide, 


The trembler goes, a victim- bride, 


| Reluctant, meets the rude embrace, 


And bleats among the howling race. 
With horror oft her eyes behold 

Her murder'd kindred of the fold ; 
Each day a ſiſter-lamb is ſerv'd, 

And at the glutton's table carv'd ; 
The craſhing bones he grinds for food, 


And flakes his thirſt with ſtreaming blood. 


Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, 


And lodges but in gentle breaſts, 


Was now no more. Enjoyment paſt, 
The ſavage hunger'd for the feaſt ; 
But 
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But (as we find in human race, 
A maſk conceals the villain's face) 

Juſtice muſt authorize the treat; 

Till then he long'd, but durſt not eat. 

As forth he walk'd, in queſt of prey, 

The hunters met him on the way ; 
Fear wings his flight ; the marſh he ſought ; 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. 
His ſtomach baulk'd, now hunger gnaws, 
Howling, he grinds his empty jaws ; 
Food muſt be had, and lamb is nigh; 
His maw invokes the fraudful lie. 
Is this (diſſembling rage, he cry'd) 
The gentle virtue of a bride ? | 
That, leagu'd with man's deſtroying race, 
She ſets her huſband for the chace ? 
By treach'ry prompts the noiſy hound 


To ſcent his footſteps on the ground ? 

Thou trait'reſs vile! for this thy blood 

Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood! 
So ſaying, on the Lamb he flies, 


Beneath his jaws the victim dies. | 
L-.2 FABLE 
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FABLE VII. 
The GOOSE, and the SWANS. 


HATE the face, however fair, 
That carries an affected air; 


The liſping tone, the ſhape conſtrain'd, 


The ſtudy'd look, the paſſion feign'd, 

Are fopperies, which only tend 

To injure what they ſtrive to mend. 
With what ſuperior grace enchants 

The face, which nature's pencil paints! 


Where eyes, unexercisd in art, 


Glow with the meaning of the heart! 
Where freedom, and good-humour fit, 


3 And eaſy gaiety, and wit! 


Though perfect beauty be not there, 
The maſter lines, the finiſh'd air, 
We catch from every look delight, 
And grow enamour'd at the fight : 


_» 
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For beauty, though we all approve, 


Excites our wonder, more than love, 


While the agreeable ſtrikes ſure, 


And gives the wounds, we cannot cure. 


Why then, my Amoret, this care, 
That forms you, in effect, leſs fair? 


If nature on your cheek beſtows 


A bloom, that emulates the roſe, 

Or from ſome heav'nly image drew 
A form, Apelles never knew, 

Your ill-judg'd aid will you impart, 
And ſpoil by meretricious art ? 

Or had you, nature's error, come 
Abortive from the mother's womb, 
Your forming care ſhe ſtill rejects, 
Which only heightens her defects. 
When ſuch, of glitt'ring jewels proud, 
Still preſs the foremoſt i in the crowd, 
At _ public ſhow are ſeen, 

With look awry, and aukward mein, 
The gaudy dreſs attracts the eye, 
And magnifies deformity. » 
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Nature may under-do her part, 
But ſeldom wants the help of art ; 
Truſt Her; ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 


Nor made your form for you to mend. 


A Gooſe, affected, empty, vain, 
The ſhrilleſt of the cackling train, 
With proud, and elevated creſt, 
Precedence claim'd above the reſt. 
Says ſhe, I laugh at human race, 
Who fay, geeſe hobble in their pace; 
- Look here! the ſland' rous lie detect; 
Not haughty man is ſo erect. 
That peacock yonder! lord, how vain 
The creature's of his gaudy train! 
If both were ſtript, I'd pawn my word, 
A gooſe would be the finer bird. 
Nature, to hide her own defects, 
Her bungled work with finery decks; 
Were geeſe ſet off with half that ſhow, 
Would men admire the peacock ? No. 
Thus vaunting, croſs the mead ſhe ſtalks, 


The cackling breed attend her walks 3 
| The 
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The ſun ſhot down his noon-tide beams, 
The Swans were ſporting in the ſtreams; 
Their ſnowy plumes, and ſtately pride 
Provok'd her ſpleen. Why there, ſhe cry'd, 
Again, what arrogance we ſee 
Thoſe creatures | how they mimic me 
Shall every fowl the waters ſkim, 
Becauſe we geeſe are known to ſwim ? 
Humility they ſoon ſhall learn, 
And their own emptineſs diſcern. 

So ſaying, with extended wings, 
Lightly upon the wave ſhe ſprings ; 
Her boſom ſwells, ſhe ſpreads her plumes, 
And the ſwan's ſtately creft aſſumes. 
Contempt, and mockery enſu'd, 
And burſts of laughter ſhook the flood. 

A Swan, ſuperior to the reſt, 
Sprung forth, and thus the fool addreſs d. 


Conceited thing, elate with pride 
Thy affectation all deride; 


Theſe airs thy aukwardneſs impart, 
And ſhew thee plainly, as thou art. 


Among 
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Among thy equals of the flock, 


Thou hadſt eſcap'd the public mock, 
And as thy parts to good conduce, 

Been deem'd an honeſt, hobbling goole. 
Learn hence, to ſtudy wiſdom's rules ; 
Know, foppery's the pride of fools ; 
And ſtriving nature to conceal, 


You only her defects reveal. 


FABLE 
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FABLE VIII. 


The LAWYER, and JUSTICE. 


OVE! thou divineſt good below, 
Thy pure delights few mortals know! 
Our rebel hearts thy ſway diſown, 
While tyrant luſt uſurps thy throne. 
The bounteous God of nature made 


The ſexes for each other's aid, 
Their mutual talents to employ, 


To leſſen ills, and heighten joy. 
To weaker woman he aſſign d 
That ſoft'ning gentleneſs of mind, 
That can, by ſympathy, impart 

Its likeneſs to the rougheſt heart. 
Her eyes with magic pow'r endu'd, 
To fire the dull, and awe the rude. 
His roſy fingers on her face 


Shed laviſh every blooming grace, 
| M 
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And Ramp'd ( perfection to diſplay) 


His mildeſt image on her clay. 
Man, active, reſolute, and bold, 


He faſhion'd in a diff rent mould, 


With uſeful arts his mind inform'd, 


His breaſt with nobler paſſions warm'd ; 


He gave him knowledge, taſte and ſenſe, 

And courage, for the fair's defence. 

Her frame, reſiſtleſs to each wrong, 

Demands protection from the ſtrong ; 

To man ſhe flies, when fear alarms, 

And claims the temple of his amd. 
By nature's author thus declar'd 

The woman's ſoy reign, and her guard, 

Shall man, by treach'rous wiles invade 


The weakneſs, he was meant to aid ? 


While beauty, given to inſpire 


Protecting love, and ſoft deſire, 
Lights up a wild- fire in the heart, 
And to its own breaſt points the dart, 
Becomes the ſpoiler's baſe pretence 
To triumph over innocence ? 
The 


* LADIES MA 


The wolf, that tears the tim'rous ſheep, 
Was never ſet the fold to keep; | 
Nor was the tyger, or the pard 
Meant the benighted trav'ler's guard; 

But man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 
Wears friendſhip's ſemblance, to betray 
His ſtrength againſt the weak employs, 
And where he ſhould protect, deſtroys. 


Pas r twelve o clock, the watchman cry d, 
His brief the ſtudious Lawyer ply'd ; 
The all-prevailing fee lay nigh, 
The earneſt of to-morrow's lie. 
Sudden the furious winds ariſe, 
The jarring caſement ſhatter'd flies ; 
The doors admit a hollow ſound, 
And rattling from their hinges bound ; 
When Juſtice, in a blaze of light, 
Reveal'd her radiant form to ſight. 

The wretch with thrilling horror ſhook, 
Looſe every joint, and pale his look ; 
Not having ſeen her in the courts, 
Or found her mention'd in reports, 

M 2 He 
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He aſk'd, with fault'ring tongue, her name, 

Her errand there, and whence ſhe came ? 
Sternly the white-rob'd Shade reply'd, 

(A crimſon glow her viſage dy d) 

Can'ſt thou be doubtful who I am ? 

Is Juſtice grown ſo ſtrange a name ? 

Were not your courts for Juſtice rais'd ? 

Twas there, of old, my altars blaz'd. 

My guardian thee did I elect, 

My ſacred temple to protect, 

That thou, and all thy venal tribe 

Should ſpurn the goddeſs for the bribe ? 


Aloud the ruin'd client cries, 


Juſtice has neither ears, nor eyes ; 


In foul alliance with the bar, 


Gainſt me the judge denounces war, 
And rarely iſſues his decree, 
But with intent to baffle me. 
She paus d. Her breaſt with fury burn'd. 
The trembling Lawyer thus return d. 
I own the charge is juſtly laid, 
And weak th' excuſe that can be made; 


Yet 
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Yet ſearch the ſpacious globe, and ſee 
If all mankind are not like me. 

The gown-man, ſkill'd in romiſn lies, 
By faith's falſe glaſs deludes our eyes; 
O'er conſcience rides without controul, 
And robs the man, to ſave his ſoul. | 

The doctor, with important face, 

By ſly deſign, miſtakes the caſe ; 
Preſcribes, and ſpins out the diſeaſe, 
To trick the patient of his fees. 

The ſoldier, rough with many a ſcar, 
And red with ſlaughter, leads the war ; 
If he a nation's truſt betray, 

The foe has offer d double pay. 

When vice o'er all mankind prevails, 
And weighty int'reſt turns the ſcales, 
Muſt I be better than the reſt, 

And harbour Juſtice in my breaſt ? 
On one fide only take the fee, 
Content with poverty and thee ? 

Thou blind to ſenſe, and vile of mind, 

Th' exaſperated Shade rejoin d, 


If 
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If virtue from the world is flown, 


Will other's frauds excuſe thy own ? 


For ſickly ſouls the prieſt was made; 


Phyſicians, for the body's aid ; 
The ſoldier guarded liberty ; 


Man woman, and the lawyer me. 


If All are faithleſs to their truſt, 


They leave not thee the leſs unjuſt. 
Henceforth your pleadings I diſclaim, 
And bar the ſanction of my name ; 
Within your courts it ſhall be read, 
That Juſtice from the law is fled. 

She ſpoke ; and hid in ſhades her face, 
Till HARD WISE ſooth'd her into grace. 
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FABLE IX. 
The FARMER, the SpANIEL, and the CAT. 


H Y knits my dear her angry brow ? 
What rude offence alarms you now ? 

I faid, that Delia's fair, tis true, 

But did I fay ſhe equall'd you ? 

Can't I another's face commend, 

Or to her virtues be a friend, 

But inſtantly your forchead lours y 

As if her merit leſſen d yours? 


From female envy never free, 


All muſt be blind, becauſe you ſee. 


Survey the gardens, fields, and bow'rs, 
| The buds, the bloſſoms, and the flow'rs, 
Then tell me where the wood-bine grows, 
That vies in ſweetneſs with the roſe ? 
Or where the lily's ſnowy white, 
That throws ſuch beauties on the fight ? 
" Yar 
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Yet folly is it to declare, 
That theſe are neither ſweet, nor fair, 
The chryſtal ſhines with fainter rays, 
Before the di'mond's brighter blaze ; 
And tops will fay, the di'mond dies, 
Before the luſtre of your eyes: 
But I, who deal in truth, deny 
That neither ſhine when you are by. 
When zephirs o'er the bloſſoms ſtray, 
And ſweets along the air convey, 
Shan't I the fragrant breeze inhale, 
Becauſe you breathe a ſweeter gale 5 


Sweet are the flow'rs, that deck the field; 


Sweet is the ſmell the bloſſoms yield; 


Sweet is the ſummer gale that blows ; 


And ſweet, tho' ſweeter you, the roſe. 
Shall envy then torment your breaſt, 

If you are lovelier than the reſt ? 

For while I give to each her due, 

By praiſing them I flatter you; 

And praiſing moſt, I ſtill declare 

You faireſt, where the reſt are fair. 
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As at his board a Farmer fate, | 
Repleniſh'd by his homely treat, 
His fav'rite Spaniel near him ſtood, 
And with his maſter ſhar'd the food ; 
The crackling bones his jaws devour'd, 
His lapping tongue the trenchers ſcour d; 
Till ſated now, ſupine he lay, 
And ſnor' d the riſing fumes away. 

The hungry cat, in turn, drew near, 
And humbly crav'd a ſervant's ſhare ; 
Her modeſt worth the Maſter knew, 


And ſtrait the fat'ning morſel threw : 
Enrag'd the ſnarling Curr awoke, 
And thus, with ſpiteful envy, ſpoke. 

They only claim a right to eat, 
Who earn by ſervices their meat. 
Me, zeal and induſtry inflame 
To ſcour the fields, and ſpring the game ; 
Or, plunging in the wintry wave, 
For man the wounded bird to ſave. 
N 
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With watchful diligence I keep, 
From prowling wolves, his fleecy ſheep ; 


At home his midnight hours ſecure, 


And drive the robber from the door. 


For this, his breaſt with kindneſs glows ; 
For this, his hand the food beſtows ; 
And ſhall thy indolence impart 


A warmer friendſhip to. his heart, 


That thus he robs me of my due, 
To pamper ſuch vile things as you ? 

I own (with meekneſs Puſs reply d) 
Superior merit on your fide ; 


Nor does my breaft with envy. ſwell, 


Io find it recompenc'd fo well; 


Yet I, in what my. nature can, 


Contribute to the good of man. 
Whoſe claws deſtroy the pilf ring mouſe ? 
Who drives the vermin from the houſe ? 


Or, watchful for the lab'ring ſwain, 


From lurking rats ſecures the grain? 
From hence, if he rewards beſtow, 


Why ſhould your heart with gall o'erflow ? 


Why 
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Why pine my happineſs to ſee, 


Since there's enough for you and me ? 
Thy words are juſt, the Farmer cry d, 
And ſpurn' d the ſnarler from his fide. 
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FABLE X. 
The SPIDER, and the BEE. 


H E nymph, who walks the public ſtreets, 
And ſets her cap at all ſhe meets, 
May catch the fool, who turns to ſtare, 


But men of ſenſe avoid the ſnare. 

As on the margin of the flood, 
With ſilken line, my Lydia ſtood, 
I ſmil'd to ſee the pains you took, 
'To cover o'er the fraudful hook. 
Along the foreſt as we ſtray d, 
You ſaw the boy his lime-twiggs ſpread ; 
Gueſs'd you the reaſon of his fear, 
Leſt, heedleſs, we approach d too near ? 
For as behind the buſh we lay, 
The linnet flutter d on the ſpray. 

Needs there ſuch caution to delude 
The ſcaly fry, and feather'd broad ? 
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And think you, with inferior art, 


The nid, as — * 
Her beauties, while ſhe hides, reveals. 
Give but a glimpſe, and fancy draws 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. 
From Eve's firſt fig-leaf to brocade, 


2 


All dreſs was meant for fancy's aid, 
Which evermore delighted dwells 
On what the baſhful nymph conceals. 
When Czlia ſtruts in man's attire, 
She ſhews too much to raiſe deſire; 
But from the hoop's bewitching round, 
Her very ſhoe has pow'r to wound. 
The roving eye, the boſom bare, 
The forward laugh, the wanton air, 
May catch the fop ; for gudgeons ſtrike 
At the bare hook, and bait, alike ; 
While ſalmon play regardleſs by, 
Till art, like nature, forms the fly. 


BENEATH a peafant's homely thatch, 
A Spider long had held her watch; 
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From morn to night, with reſtleſs care, 
She ſpun her web, and wove her ſnare. 
Within the limits of her reign, 

Lay many a heedleſs captive ſlain, 

Or flutt'ring, ſtruggled in the toils, 

To burſt the chains, and ſhun her wiles. 
A ftraying Bee, that perch'd hard by, 
Beheld her with diſdainful eye, 

And thus began. Mean thing, give o'er, 
And lay thy ſlender threads no more ; 
A thoughtleſs fly or two, at moſt, 

Is all the conqueſt thou can't boaſt ; 
For bees of ſenſe thy arts evade, 

We ſee ſo plain the nets are laid. 

The gaudy tulip, that diſplays 

Her ſpreading foliage to the gaze ; 

That points her charms at all ſhe ſees, 
And yields to every wanton breeze, 
Attracts not me: where bluſhing grows, 
Guarded with thorns, the modeſt roſe, 
Enamour'd, round and round I fly, 


Or on her fragrant boſom lie ; 


Reluctant, 
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Reluctant, ſhe my ardour meets, 
And baſhful, renders up her ſweets. 

To wiſer heads attention lend, 
And learn this leſſon from a friend. 
She, who with modeſty retires, 
Adds fewel to her lover's fires, 
While fuch incautious jilts as you, 
By folly your own ſchemes unde. 


FABLE XI 


The YOUNG LION, and the APE. 


52 IS true, I blame your lover's choice, 


Though flatter'd by the public voice, 


And peeviſh grow, and fick, to hear 

His exclamations, O how fair! 

T liſten not to wild delights, 

And tranſports of expected nights ; 

What is to me your hoard of charms ? 

The whiteneſs of your neck and arms ? 

Needs there no acquiſition more, 

To keep contention from the door ? 

Yes; paſs a fortnight, and you'll find, 

All beauty cloys, but of the mind. 
Senſe, and good-humour ever prove 

The ſureſt cords to faſten love. 

Yet, Phillis, ſimpleſt of your ſex, 

You never think but to perplex, 


Coquetting 
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Coquetting it with every ape, 
That ſtruts abroad in human ſhape; 
Not that the coxcomb is your taſte, 
But that it ſtings your lover's breaſt; 
To-morrow you reſign the ſway, 
Prepar'd to honour, and obey, 
The tyrant-miſtreſs change for life, 
To the ſubmiſſion of a wife. 

Your follies, if you can, ſuſpend, 
And learn inſtruction from a friend. 

Reluctant, hear the firſt addreſs, 
Think often, ere you anſwer, yes; 
But once reſolv d, throw off diſguiſe, 
And wear your wiſhes in your eyes. 
With caution every look forbear, 
That might create one jealous fear, 
A lover's ripening hopes confound, 
Or give the gen'rous breaſt a wound. 
Contemn the girliſh arts to teaze, 
Nor uſe your pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe ; 
For fools alone with rigour ſway, 
When ſoon, or late, they muſt obey. 

| O THE 
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TRE king of brutes, in life's decline, 
Reſolv d dominion to reſign; | 
The beaſts were ſummon'd to appear, 
And bend before the royal heir. 
They came; a day was fix d; the crowd 
Before their future monarch bow'd. 
A dapper Monkey, pert and vain, 
Step'd forth, and thus addreſs'd the train. 
Why cringe my friends with {laviſh awe, ( 
Before this pageant king of ſtraw ? i | 
Shall we anticipate the hour, 
And ere we feel it, own his pow'r ? 
The counſels of experience prize, 
I know the maxims of the wiſe; 
Subjection let us caſt away, 
And live the monarchs of to-day ; 
"Tis ours the vacant hand to ſpurn, 
And play the tyrant each in turn. 
So ſhall he right from wrong diſcern, 
And mercy from oppreſſion learn ; 
At others woes be taught to melt, 
And loath the ills himſelf has felt. 
He 
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He ſpoke ; his boſom ſwell'd with pride. 
The youthful Lion thus reply'd. 

What madneſs prompts thee to provoke 
My wrath, and dare th' impending ſtroke ? 
Thou wretched fool! can wrongs impart 
Compaſſion to the feeling heart? 

Or teach the grateful breaſt to glow, 

The hand to give, or eye to flow ? 
Learn'd in the practice of their ſchools, 
From women thou haſt drawn thy rules; l 
To them return; in ſuch a cauſe, 

From only fuch expect applauſe ; 

The partial ſex I not condemn, 

For liking thoſe, who copy them. 

Would'ſt thou the gen'rous lion bind, 

By kindneſs bribe him to be kind ; 
Good offices their likeneſs get, 
And payment leſſens not the debt; 
With multiplying hand he gives 
The good, from others he receives; 
Or for the bad makes fair return, 
And pays with int'reſt, ſcorn for ſcorn. 
O 2 FABLE 
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The COLT, and the FARMER. 
= me, Corinna, if you can, 


Why ſo averſe, ſo coy to man? 


Did nature, laviſh of her care, 


From her beſt pattern form you fair, 


That you, ungrateful to her cauſe, 


Should mock her gifts, and ſpurn her laws? 


And miſer-like, with-hold that ſtore, 

Which, by imparting, bleſſes more ? 
Beauty's a gift, by heav'n aſſign d, 

The portion of the female kind; 

For this the yielding maid demands 

Protection at her lover's hands; 

And though by waſting years it fade, 

Remembrance tells him, once twas paid. 
And will you then this wealth conceal, 

For age to ruſt, or time to ſteal ? 


The 
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The fummer of your youth to rove, 

A ſtranger to the joys of love ? 

Then, when life's winter haſtens on, 
And youth's fair heritage is gone, 
Dow'rleſs to court ſome peaſant's arms, 


To guard your wither'd age from harms ; 


No gratitude to warm his breaſt, 

For blooming beauty, once poſſeſs d; 

How will you curſe that ſtubborn pride, 

Which drove your bark acroſs the tide, 

And ſailing before folly's wind, 

Left ſenſe and happineſs behind ? 
Corinna, leſt theſe whims prevail, 

To ſuch as you, I write my tale. 


A Colt, for blood, and mettled ſpeed, 
The choiceſt of the running breed, 
Of youthful ſtrength, and beauty vain, 
Refus'd ſubjection to the rein. 

In vain the groom's officious {kill 


Oppos'd his pride, and check'd his will; 


In vain the maſter's forming care 


Reſtrain'd with threats, or ſooth'd with pray'r ; 
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Of freedom proud, and ſcorning man, 
Wild o'er the ſpacious plains he ran. 
Where e' er luxuriant nature ſpread 
Her flow'ry carpet o'er the mead, 
Or bubbling ſtreams ſoft-gliding paſs, 
To cool and freſhen up the graſs, 
Diſdaining bounds, he crop'd the blade, 
And wanton'd in the ſpoil he made. 
In plenty thus the ſummer paſs d, 
Revolving winter came at laſt ; 


The trees no more a ſhelter yield, 
The verdure withers from the field, 


Perpetual ſnows inveſt the ground, 
In icy chains the ſtreams are bound, 
Cold, nipping winds, and rattling hail, 
His lank, unſhelter'd ſides aſſail. 

As round he caſt his rueful eyes, 
He ſaw the thatch'd-roof cottage riſe ; 
The proſpect touch'd his heart with chear, 
And promis'd kind deliv'rance near. 
A ſtable, erſt his ſcorn and hate, 


Was now become his wiſh'd retreat; 


His 
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His paſſion cool, his pride forgot, 

A Farmer's welcome yard he fought. 
The Maſter ſaw his woeful plight, 
His limbs, that totter'd with his weight, 

And, friendly, to the ſtable led, 
And ſaw him litter'd, dreſs'd, and fed. 
In flothful eaſe, all night he lay; 
The ſervants roſe at break of day ; 
The market calls. Along the road, 
His back muſt bear the pond'rous load; 
In vain he ſtruggles, or complains, 
Inceſſant blows reward his pains. 
To-morrow varies but his toil ; 
Chain'd to the plough, he breaks the ſoil; 
While ſcanty meals, at night repay 
The painful labours of the day. 

Subdu'd by toil, with anguiſh rent, 
His ſelf-upbraidings found a vent. 
Wretch that I am ! he ſighing ſaid, 
By arrogance and folly led, 
Had but my reſtive youth been brought. 


To learn the leſſon nature taught, 
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Then had I, like my fires of yore, 
The prize from every courſer bore ; 
While man beſtow'd rewards, and praiſe, 
And females crown'd my latter days. 
Now laſting ſervitude's my lot, 
My birth contemn'd, my ſpeed forgot, 
Doom'd am I, for my pride, to bear 
A living death, from year to year. 


FABLE XIII. 
The OWL, and the NIGHTINGALE. 


O know the miſtreſs humour right, 
See if her maids are clean, and tight ; 
If Betty waits without her ſtays, 
She copies but her lady's ways. 
When miſs comes in with boiſt'rous ſhout, 
And drops no curt'ſy going out, 
Depend upon't, mamma is one, 
Who reads, or drinks too much alone. 
If bottled beer her thirſt aſſwage, 
She feels enthuſiaſtic rage, | 
And burns with ardour to inherit 
The gifts, and workings of the ſpirit. 
If learning crack her giddy brains, 
No remedy, but death, remains. 
Sum up the various ills of life, 
And all are ſweet, to ſuch a wife. 
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At home, ſuperior wit ſhe vaunts, 
And twits her huſband with his wants; 
Her ragged oftspring all around, 
Like pigs, are wallowing on the ground : 
Impatient ever of controul, | 
She knows no order, but of ſoul ; 
With books her litter'd floor is ſpread, 
Of nameleſs authors, never read; 
Foul linen, petticoats, and lace 
Fill up the intermediate ſpace. 
Abroad, at viſitings, her tongue 
Is never ſtill, and always wrong; 
All meanin gs ſhe defines away, 
And ſtands, with truth and ſenſe, at bay. 

If e'er ſhe meets a gentle heart, 
Skill'd in the houſewife's uſeful art, 
Who makes her family her care, 
And builds contentment's temple there, 
She ſtarts at ſuch miſtakes in nature, 
And cries, lord help us | what a creature 

Meliſſa, if the moral ſtrike, 
You'll find the fable not unlike. 

AN 
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An Owl, puff ' d up with ſelf-conceit, 
Lov'd learning better than his meat; 
Old manuſcripts he treaſur d up, 
And rummag'd every grocer's ſhop ; 
At paſtry-cooks was known to ply, 
And ſtrip, for ſcience, every pye. 

For modern poetry, and wit, 

He had read all that Blackmore writ ; | 
So intimate with Curl was grown, 


His learned treaſures were his own ; 


To all his authors had acceſs, 
And ſometimes would correct the preſs. 
In logic he acquir'd ſuch knowledge, 
You'd ſwear him fellow of a college ; 
Alike to every art, and ſcience, 
His daring genius bid defiance, 
And ſwallow'd wiſdom, with that haſte, 
That cits do cuſtards at a feaſt. 
Within the ſhelter of a wood, 
One ev'ning, as he muſing ſtood, 
Hard by, upon a leafy ſpray, 
A Nightingale began his lay. | 
WK Sudden 
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Sudden he ſtarts, with anger ſtung, 
And, ſcreeching, interrupts the ſong, 
Pert, buſy thing, thy airs give o'er, 
And let my contemplations ſoar. 


What is the muſic of thy voice, 


But jarring diſſonance, and noiſe ? 
Be wiſe. True harmony, thou'lt find, 
Not in the throat, but in the mind; 
By empty chirping not attain'd, 
But by laborious ſtudy gain'd. 
Go read the authors Pope explodes, 
Fathom the depth of Cibber's odes, 
With modern plays improve thy wit, 
Read all the learning Henley writ; 

| And, if thou needs muſt ſing, ſing then, 
And emulate the ways of men ; 

o ſhalt thou grow, like me, refin'd, 
And bring improvement to thy kind. 

Thou wretch, the little Warbler cry d, 

Made up of ignorance, and pride, 
Aſk all the birds, and they'll declare, 
A greater blockhead wings not air. 
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Read o'er thyſelf, thy talents ſcan, 


Science was only meant for man. 

No uſeleſs authors me moleſt, 

I mind the duties of my neſt; 

With careful wing, protect my young, 

And chear their ev'nings with a ſong. 
Thus, following nature, and her laws, 

From men, and birds I claim applauſe ; 

While, nurs'd in pedantry, and ſloth, 

An Owl is ſcorn'd alike by both. 
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FABLE XIV. 
The SPARROW, and the DOVE. 


T was, as learn'd traditions ſay, 
Upon an April's blithſome day, 
* When pleaſure, ever on the wing, 
Return'd, companion of the ſpring, 
And chear'd the birds with am'rous heat, 
Inſtructing little hearts to beat; 
A Sparrow, frolic, gay, and young, 
Of bold addreſs, and flippant tongue, 
Juſt left his lady of a night, 
L ke him, to follow new delight. 
The youth, of many a conqueſt vain, 
Flew off to ſeek the chirping train; 
The chirping train he quickly found, 
And with a ſaucy eaſe, bow'd round. 
For every ſhe his boſom burns, 


And this, and that he wooes by turns; 
And 
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And here a figh, and there a bill, 
And here-—thoſe eyes, ſo form'd to kill! 
And now, with ready tongue, he ftrings 


Unmeaning, ſoft, reſiſtleſs things; 
With vows, and dem- me's ſkill'd to woo, 
As other pretty fellows do. 

Not that he thought this ſhort eſſay 

A prologue needful to his play ; 

No, truſt me, ſays our learned letter, 
He knew the virtuous ſex much better ; 
But theſe he held as ſpecious arts, 


To ſhew his own ſuperior parts, 
The form of decency to ſhield, 
And give a juſt pretence to yield. 
Thus finiſhing his courtly play, 
He mark'd the fav'rite of the day; 
With careleſs impudence drew near, 
And whiſper'd hebrew in her ear; 
A hint, which like the maſon's ſign, 


The conſcious can alone divine. 


The flutt'ring nymph, expert at feigning, 


Cry'd, Sir |—pray Sir, explain your meaning 


112 


FABLES for 


Go prate to thoſe, that may endure ye--- 


To me this rudeneſs l- I'll aflure ye |--- 

Then off ſhe glided, like a ſwallow, 

As faying---you gueſs where to follow. 
To ſuch as know the party ſet, | 

'Tis needleſs to declare they met ; 

The parſon's barn, as authors mention, 

Confeſs d the fair had apprehenſion. 

Her honour there ſecure from ſtain, 

She held all farther trifling vain, 

No more affected to be coy, 

But ruſh'd, licentious, on the joy. 
Hiſt, love! the male companion cry'd, 

Retire a while; I fear we're ſpy d. 

Nor was the caution vain; he faw 

A Turtle, ruſtling in the ſtraw, 

While o'er her callow brood ſhe hung, 

And fondly thus addreſs'd her young. 

Ve tender objects of my care 

Peace, peace, ye little helpleſs pair 

Anon he comes, your gentle ſire, 


And brings you all your hearts require. 
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For us, his infants, arid his bride, 
For us, with only love to guide, 

Our lord aſſumes an eagle's ſpeed, 

And like a lion, dares to bleed. 

Nor yet by wintry ſkies confin'd, 

He mounts upon the rudeſt wind, 
From danger tears the vital ſpoil, 

And with affection ſweetens toll. 

Ah ceaſe, too vent'rous! ceaſe to dare, 


In thine, our dearer ſafety ſpare ! 
From him, ye cruel falcons, ſtray, 


And turn, ye fowlers, far away | 

Should I ſurvive to ſee the day, a 
That tears me from myſelf away, 
That cancels all that heav'n could give, 
The life, by which alone I live, 
Alas, how more than loſt were L 
Who, in the thought, already die 

Ye pow'rs, whom men, and birds obey, 
Great rulers of your creatures, ſay, 
Why mourning comes, by bliſs convey'd, 
And ev'n the ſweets of love allay'd? 
| Q Where 
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Where grows enjoyment, tall, and fair, 
Around it twines entangling care ; 
While fear for what our ſouls pofleſs, 
Enervates every pow'r to bleſs ; 

Yet friendſhip forms the bliſs above, 

And, life ! what art thou, without love ? 
Our hero, who had heard apart, 

Felt ſomethin g moving in his heart, 

But quickly, with diſdain, ſuppreſs'd 
The virtue, riſing in his breaſt ; 

And firſt he feign'd to laugh aloud, 


And next, approaching, ſmil'd and bow'd, 


Madam, you muſt not think me rude ; 
Good-manners never can intrude ; 
I vow I come through pure good-nature--- 


(Upon my ſoul, a charming creature |) 
Are theſe the comforts of a wite ? 


This careful, cloiſter'd, moaping life ? 


No doubt, that odious thing, call'd duty, 


Is a {weet province for a beauty. 
Thou pretty ignorance ! thy will 
Is meaſur'd to thy want of ſkill ; 


That 
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That good old- faſhion d dame, thy mother, 
Has taught thy infant years no other. 

The greateſt ill in the creation, 

Is ſure the want of education. 

But think ye? — tell me without feigning, 
Have all theſe charms no farther meaning? 
Dame nature, if you don't forget her, 
Might teach your ladyſhip much better. 

For ſhame, reject this mean employment, 
Enter the world, and taſte enjoyment; 
Where time, by circling bliſs, we meaſure ; 
Beauty was form'd alone for pleaſure ; | 
Come, prove the bleſſing, follow me, 
Be wiſe, be happy, and be free. 

Kind Sir, reply'd our matron chaſte, 
Your zeal ſeems pretty much in haſte ; 
I own, the fondneſs to be bleſs d 
Is a deep thirſt in every breaſt ; 
Of bleſſings too I have my ſtore, 
Yet quarrel not, ſhould heav'n give more ; 
Then prove the change to be expedient, 
And think me, Sir, your moſt obedient. 
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Here turning, as to one inferior, 
Our gallant ſpoke, and ſmil'd ſuperior. 
Methinks, to quit your boaſted ſtation 
Requires a world of heſitation ; 
Where brats, and bonds are held a bleſſing, 
The caſe, I doubt, is paſt redreſſing. 
Why, child, ſuppoſe the joys I mention, 
| Were the mere fruits of my invention, 
You've cauſe ſufficient for your carriage, 
In flying from the curſe of marriage ; 
That fly decoy, with vary'd ſnares, 
That takes your widgeon 1n by pairs ; 
Alike to huſband, and to wife, 
The cure of love, and bane of life ; 
The only method of forecaſting, 
To make misfortune firm, and laſting ; 
The fin, by heav'n's peculiar ſentence, 
Unpardon'd, through a life's repentance. 
It is the double ſnake, that weds 
A common tail to dift 'rent heads, 
That lead the carcaſs ſtill aſtray, 


By dragging each a diff rent way. 


Of 
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Of all the ills, that may attend me, 
From marriage, mighty gods, defend me! 

Give Me frank nature's wild demeſne, 

And boundleſs tract of air ſerene, 
Where fancy, ever wing'd for change, 
Delights to ſport, delights to range ; 
There, Liberty! to thee is owing 
Whate'er of bliſs is worth beſtowing ; 
Delights, ſtill vary'd, and divine, 
Sweet goddeſs of the hills! are thine. 

What ſay you now, you pretty pink you? 
Have I, for once, ſpoke reaſon, think you? 
You take me now for no romancer -— 
Come, never ſtudy for an anſwer ; 

Away, caſt every care behind ye, 
And fly where joy alone ſhall find ye. 

Soft yet, return'd our female fencer, 

A queſtion more, or ſo-—and then, Sir. 
You've rally'd me with ſenſe exceeding, 
With much fine wit, and better breeding; 


But pray, Sir, how do You contrive it? 


Do thoſe of your world never wive it? 


« No, 
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% No, no.” How then? „Why, dare tell, 
« What does the bus neſs full as well.” | 
Do you ne'er love ? © An hour at leiſure.” 
Have you no friendſhips ? © Yes, for pleaſure.” 
No care for little ones? We get em, 
« The reſt the mothers mind, and let 'em.” 
Thou wretch, rejoin'd the kindling Dove, 
Quite loſt to life, as loſt to love | 
Whene' er misfortune comes, how juſt ! 
And come misfortune ſurely muſt ; 
In the dread ſeaſon of diſmay, 
In that, your hour of trial, ſay, 
Who then ſhall prop your ſinking heart ? 
Who bear affliction's weightier part ? 
Say, when the black-brow'd welken bends, 
And winter's gloomy form impends, 
To mourning turns all tranſient chear, 
And blaſts the melancholy year ; 
For times, at no perſuaſion, ſtay, 
Nor vice can find perpetual May . 
T hen where's that tongue, by folly fed, 
That foul of pertneſs, whither fled ? 


the LADIES. 


All ſhrunk within thy lonely neſt, 
Forlorn, abandon'd, and unbleſs'd ; 
No friend, by cordial bonds ally'd, 
Shall ſeek thy cold, unſocial fide ; 
No chirping prattlers, to delight 
Shall turn the long-enduring night ; 
No bride her words of balm impart, 
And warm thee at her conſtant heart. 
Freedom, reſtrain d by reaſon's force, 
Is as the ſun's unvarying courſe, | 
Benignly active, ſweetly bright, 
Affording warmth, affording light; 
But torn from virtue's ſacred rules, 
Becomes a comet, gaz'd by fools, 
Fore-boding cares, and ſtorms, and ſtrife, 
And fraught with all the plagues of life. 
Thou fool! by union every creature 
Subſiſts, through univerſal nature; 
And this, to beings void of mind, 
Is wedlock, of a meaner kind. 
While womb'd in ſpace, primæval clay 
A yet unfaſhion'd embryo lay, | 


120 FABLES for 


The ſource of endleſs good above 
Shot down his ſpark of kindling love; 
Touch'd by the all-enliv'ning flame, 
Then motion firſt exulting came; 
Each atom ſought its ſep'rate claſs, ; 
Through many a fair, enamour'd maſs . 
Love caſt the central charm around, 
And with eternal nuptials bound, 
Then form, and order o'er the ſky, _ 
Firſt train'd their bridal pomp on high ; 
The ſun diſplay'd his orb to fight, 

And burnt with hymeneal light. 
Hence nature's virgin-womb. conceiv'd, 
And with the genial burden heav'd ; | 
Forth came the oak, her firſt born heir, | 
And ſcal'd the breathing ſteep of air; 
Then infant ſtems, of various uſe, ' | 
Imbib'd her ſoft, maternal juice; 
The flow'rs, in early bloom diſclos'd, 
Upon her fragrant breaſt repos d; 
Within her warm embraces grew 
A race of endleſs form, and hue; 

Then 
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Then pour'd her leſſer offspring round, 
And fondly cloath'd their parent ground. 
Nor here alone the virtue reign'd, 
By matter's cumb'ring form detain'd ; 
But thence, ſubliming, and refin'd, 
Aſpir'd, and reach'd its kindred Mind. 
Caught in the fond, celeſtial fire, 
The Mind perceiv'd unknown deſire, 
And now with kind effuſion flow'd, 
And now with cordial ardours glow'd, 
Beheld the ſympathetic fair, 
And lov'd its own reſemblance there ; 
On all with circling radiance ſhone, 
But centring, fix'd on one alone ; 
There claſp'd the heav*n-appointed wife, 
And doubled every joy of life. 
Here ever bleſſing, ever bleſs'd, 
Reſides this beauty of the breaſt, 
As from his palace, here the god 
Still beams effulgent bliſs abroad, 
Here gems his own eternal round, 
The ring, by which the world is bound, 
R Here 
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Here bids his ſeat of empire grow, 
And builds his little heav'n below. 
The . e thus ally d, 

And thus in ſweet accordance ty d, 
One body, heart and ſpirit live, 
Enrich'd by every joy they give; 

Like echo, from her vocal hold, 
Return'd in muſic twenty fold. 

Their union firm, and undecay d, 
Nor time can ſhake, nor pow'r invade, 
But as the ſtem, and ſcion ſtand, 
Ingrafted by a ſkilful hand, 

They check the tempeſt's wintry rage, 
And bloom and ftrengthen into age. 
A thouſand amities unknown, 

And pow'rs, perceiv'd by love alone, 
Endearing looks, and chaſte defire, - 
Fan, and ſupport the mutual fire, 
Whoſe flame, perpetual, as refin'd, 

Is fed by an immortal mind. 

Nor yet the nuptial ſanction ends, 

Like Nile it opens, and deſcends, 


Which, 
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Which, by apparent windings led, 
We trace to its celeſtial head, 
The fire, firſt ſpringing from above, 
Becomes the ſource of life, and love, 
And gives his filial heir to flow, 
In fondneſs down on ſons below : 
Thus roll'd in one continu'd tide, 
To time's extremeſt verge they glide, 
While kindred ſtreams, on either hand, 
Branch forth in bleſſings o'er the land. 

Thee, wretch | no liſping babe ſhall name, 
No late-returning brother claim, _ 
No kinſman on thy road rejoice, 
No ſiſter greet thy ent'ring voice, 
With partial eyes no parents ſee, 
And bleſs their years reſtor'd in thee, 

In age rejected, or declin'd, 
An alien, ev'n among thy kind, 
The partner of thy ſcorn'd embrace, 
Shall play the wanton in thy face, 
Each ſpark unplume thy little pride, 
All friendſhip fly thy faithleſs fide, 

| MY a Thy 
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Thy name ſhall like thy carcaſs rot, 
In fickneſs ſpurn'd, in death forgot. 
All-giving pow'r | great ſource of life 
o hear the parent | hear the wife! 
That life, thou lendeſt from above, 
Though little, make it large in love; 
O bid my feeling heart expand 
To every claim, on every hand ; 
To thoſe, from whom my days I drew, 
To theſe, in whom thoſe days renew, 
To all my kin, however wide, 
In cordial warmth, as blood ally'd, 
To friends, with ſteely fetters twin'd, 
And to the cruel, not unkind | | 
But chief, the lord of my deſire, 
My life, myſelf, my foul, my fire, __ 
Friends, children, all that wiſh can claim, 
Chaſte paſſion claſp, and rapture name ; 


O ſpare him, ſpare him, gracious power! 
O give him to my lateſt hour 

Leet me my length of life employ, 
To give my ſole enjoyment joy. | 
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His love, let mutual love excite, 
Turn all my cares to his delight, 
And every needleſs bleſſing ſpare, 
Wherein my darling wants a ſhare, 

When he with graceful action wooes, 
And ſweetly bills, and fondly cooes, 
Ah! deck me, to his eyes alone, 
With charms attractive as his own, 
And in my circling wings careſs d, 
Give all the lover to my breaſt. 
Then in our chaſte, connubial bed, 
My boſom pillow'd for his head, 
His eyes with bliſsful ſlumbers cloſe, 
And watch, with me, my lord's repoſe, 
Your peace around his temples twine, 
And love him, with a love like mine. 

And, for I know his gen'rous flame, 
Beyond whate er my ſex can claim, 
Me too to your protection take, 
And ſpare me for my huſband's fake. 
Let one unruffled, calm delight 
The loving, and beloy'd unite; 

One 
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One pure defire our boſoms warm, 

One will direct, one wiſh inform; 

Through life, one mutual aid ſuſtain, 

In death, one peaceful grave contain. 
While, ſwelling with the darling theme, 

Her accents pour'd an endleſs ſtream, 


The well-known wings a ſound impart, 


That reach'd her ear, and touch'd her heart ; 


Quick drop'd the muſic of her tongue, 
And forth, with eager joy, ſhe ſprung. 
As ſwift her ent'ring conſort flew, 
And plum'd, and kindled at the view ; 
Their wings their ſouls embracing meet, 
Their hearts with anſw'ring meaſure beat; 
Half loſt in ſacred ſweets, and bleſs d 
With raptures felt, but ne'er expreſs'd. 
Strait to her humble roof ſhe led 

The partner of her ſpotleſs bed ; 

| Her young, a flutt'ring pair, ariſe, 
Their welcome ſparkling in their eyes; 
Tranſported, to their fire they bound, 
And hang with ſpeechleſs action round. 


In 
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In pleaſure wrapt, the parents ſtand, 
And ſee their little wings expand ; 
The fire, his life-ſuſtaining prize 

To each expecting bill applies, 

There fondly pours the wheaten ſpoil, 


With tranſport giv'n, though won with toil ; 


While, all collected at the fight, 

And ſilent through ſupreme delight, 

The fair high heav'n of bliſs beguiles, 

And on her lord, and infants ſmiles. 
The Sparrow, whoſe attention hung 

Upon the Dove's enchanting tongue, 

Of all his little flights diſarm'd, 


And from himſelf, by virtue, charm'd, 


When now he ſaw, what only ſeem d, 
A fact, ſo late a fable deem'd, 

His ſoul to envy he refign'd, 

His hours of folly to the wind, 

In ſecret wiſh'd a turtle too, 

And ſighing to himſelf, withdrew. 
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FABLE XV. 
The FEMALE SEDUCERS. 


8 8 ſaid of widow, maid, and wife, 
That honour is a woman's life; 
Unhappy ſex! who only claim 

A being, in the breath of fame, 

Which, tainted, not the quick'ning gales, 
That {weep Sabza's ſpicy vales, 

Nor all the healing ſweets reſtore, 

That breathe along Arabia's ſhore. 

The trav'ler, if he chance to ſtray, 
May turn uncenſur'd to his way; 
Polluted ſtreams again are pure, 

And deepeſt wounds admit a cure ; 
But woman | no redemption knows, 
The wounds of honour never cloſe. 

Though diſtant every hand to guide, 

Nor ſxill'd on life's tempeſtuous tide, 
| If 
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If once her feeble bark recede, 
Or deviate from the courſe decreed, 
In vain ſhe ſeeks the friendleſs ſhore, 
Her ſwifter folly flies before ; 
The circling ports againſt her cloſe, 
And ſhut the wand'rer from repoſe ; 
Till, by conflicting waves oppreſs d, 
Her found'ring pinnace finks to reſt. 
Are there no off rings to atone 
For but a fingle error ? None. 
Though woman is avow'd, of old, 
No daughter of celeſtial mould, 
Her temp'ring not without allay, 
And form'd but of the finer clay, | = 
We challenge from the mortal dame 
The ftrength angelic natures claim; 
Nay more; for ſacred ſtories tell, 
That ev'n immortal angels fell. 
Whatever fills the teeming ſphere 


Of humid earth, and ambient air, 


With varying elements endu'd, 
Was form'd to fall, and riſe renew d. 
8 The 
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The ſtars no fix d duration know, 
Wide oceans ebb, again to flow, 
The moon repletes her waining face, 
All-beauteous, from her late diſgrace, 
And ſuns, that mourn approaching night, 
Refulgent riſe with new-born light. 
In vain may death, and time ſubdue, 
While nature mints her race anew, 
And holds ſome vital ſpark apart, 
Like virtue, hid in every heart; 
'Tis hence reviving warmth is ſeen, | 
To cloath a naked world in green. 


No longer barr'd by winter's cold, 

: Again the gates of life unfold ; 
Again each inſect tries his wing, 
And lifts freſh pinions on the ſpring ; 
Again from every latent root 
The bladed ſtem, and tendril ſhoot, 
Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, 
Again to periſh, and to riſe. 

And muſt weak woman then diſown 
The change, to which a world ts prone ? 
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In one meridian brightneſs ſhine, 
And ne'er, like ev'ning ſuns, decline? 
Reſolv d and firm alone ?---Is this 
What we demand of woman ?-—Yes. 
But ſhould the ſpark of veſtal fire, 

In ſome unguarded hour expire, 
Or ſhould the nightly thief invade 
Heſperia's chafte, and facred ſhade, 
Of all the blooming ſpoil poſſeſs d, 
The dragon honour charm' d to reſt, 
Shall virtue's flame no more return ? 
No more with virgin {plendor burn ? 

No more the ravag'd garden blow 
With ſpring's ſucceeding bloſſom ?---No. 
Pity may mourn, but not reſtore, 


And woman falls, to riſe no more. 


Wrra: N this ſublunary ſphere, REP 
A country lies---no matter where ; 
The clime may readily be found 
By all, who tread poetic ground. 

A ſtream, call'd life, acroſs it glides, 
And equally the land divides; 
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And here, of vice the province lies, 

And there, the hills of virtue riſe. 
Upon a mountain's airy ſtand, | 

Whoſe ſummit look'd to either land, 

An ancient pair their dwelling choſe, 

As well for proſpect, as repoſe ; 

For mutual faith they long. were fam'd, 

And temp'rance, and religion, nam'd. 
A num'rous progeny divine, 

Confeſs'd the honours of their line; 

But in a little daughter fair, | 

Was center'd more than half their care; 


For heav'n, to gratulate her birth, 


Gave ſigns of future joy to earth; 
White was the robe this infant wore, 
And Chaſtity the name ſhe bore. 

As now the maid in ſtature grew, 

(A flow'r juſt op'ning to the view) 

Oft through her native lawns ſhe ſtray'd, 
And wreſtling with the lambkins play'd ; 
Her looks diffuſive ſweets bequeath'd, 
The breeze grew purer as ſhe breath'd, 


the LADIES. 


The morn her radiant bluſh aſſum d, 
The ſpring with earlier fragrance bloom d, 


And nature, yearly, took deligbt, 
Like her, to dreſs the world in white. 
But when her riſing form was ſeen 
To reach the criſis of fifteen, 
Her parents up the mountain's head, 
With anxious ſtep their darling led; 
Buy turns they ſnatch'd her to their breaſt, 
And thus the fears of age expreſs d. 
O joyful cauſe of many a care! 
O daughter, too divinely fair! 
Yon world, on this important day, 
Demands thee to a dangerous way ; 
A painful journey, all muſt go, 
Whoſe doubtful period none can know, 
Whoſe due direction who can find, 


Where reaſon's mute, and ſenſe is blind? 


Ah, what unequal leaders theſe, 
Through ſuch a wide, perplexing maze! 
Then mark the warnings of the wie, 


And learn what love, and years adviſe. 
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Far to the right thy proſpe& bend, 
Where yonder tow'ring hills aſcend ; 
Lo, there the arduous paths in view, 
Which virtue, and her ſons purſue! 
With toil o'er leſs' ning earth they riſe, 
And gaih, and gain upon the ſkies, 
Narrow's the way her children tread, 
No walk, for pleaſure ſmoothly ſpread, 
But rough, and difficult, and ſtep, 
Painful to climb, and hard to keep. 
Fruits immature thoſe lands 2 8855 
A food indelicate to ſenſe, 
Of taſte unpleaſant; yet from thoſe 
Pure health, with chearful vigour flows, 
And ſtrength, unfeeling of decay, 
Throughout the long, laborious way. 
Hence, as they ſcale that heav'nly road, 
Each limb is lighten'd of its load; 
From earth refining ſtill they go, 
And leave the mortal weight below; 
Then ſpreads the ſtrait, the doubtful clears, | 
And ſmooth the rugged path appears ; 
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For cuſtom turns fatigue to eaſe, 
And, taught by virtue, pain can pleaſe. 

At length, the toilſome journey o'er, 
And near the bright, celeſtial ſhore, 
A gulph, black, fearful, and profound, 
Appears, of either world the bound, 
Through darkneſs, leading up to light ; 
Senſe backwards ſhrinks, and ſhuns the fight ; 
For there the tranſitory train, 
Of time, and form, and care, and pain, 
And matter's groſs, incumb'ring mals, 
Man's late aſſociates, cannot paſs, | 
But ſinking, quit th' immortal charge, 
And leave the wond'ring ſoul at large ; 
Lightly ſhe wings her obvious way, 
And mingles with eternal day. 

Thither, O! thither wing thy ſpeed, 
Though pleaſure charm, or pain impede ! 
To ſuch th all-bounteous pow r has giv'n, 
For preſent earth, a. future heav'n ; 
For trivial loſs, unmeaſur'd gain, 
And endleſs bliſs, for tranſient pain. 
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Then fear, ah | fear to turn thy fight, 
Where yonder flow'ry fields invite; 
Wide on the left the path-way bends, 
And with pernicious eaſe deſcends ; 
There ſweet to ſenſe, and fair to ſhow, 
New-planted Edens feem to blow, | 
Trees, that delicious poiſon bear, 
For death is vegetable there. 
Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, 
Each ſinew ſlack'ning at the taſte ; 
The ſoul to paſſion yields her throne, 
And ſees with organs not her own ; 
While, like the flumb'rer in the night, 
Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light, 
- Before her alienated eyes 
The ſcenes of fairy-land ariſe ; 
The pu ppet world's amu ſing ſhow, 


Dipt in the gayly-colour'd bow ; 

Scepters, and wreaths, and glitt'ring things, 

The toys of infants, and of kings, 

That tempt, along the baneful plain, 

The idly wiſe, and lightly vain, | 
| Till 
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Till verging on the gulphy ſhore, 
Sudden they fink, and riſe no more. 

But lift to what thy fates declare; 
Though thou art woman, frail as fair, 
If once thy ſliding foot ſhould ftray, 
Once quit yon heav'n-appointed way, 
For thee, loſt maid, for thee alone, 


Nor pray'rs ſhall plead, nor tears atone ; 
Reproach, ſcorn, infamy, and hate, 
On thy returning ſteps ſhall wait, 


Thy form be loath'd by every eye, 


And every foot thy preſence fly. 
Thus arm'd with words of potent ſound, 


Like guardian angels plac'd around, 

A charm, by truth divinely caſt, 

Forward our young advent'rer paſs'd. 

Forth from her ſacred eye-lids ſent, 

Like morn, fore-running radiance went, 

While honour, hand-maid, late aſſign'dm, 8 

Upheld her lucid train behind. I 
Awe-ſtruck, the much-admiring crowd {4 

Before the virgin viſion bow'd, 

| FT: Gaz'd 
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Gaz d with an ever-new delight, 
And caught freſh virtues at the fight : 
For not of earth's unequal frame 
They deem'd-the heav'n-compounded Dame, 
If matter, ſure the moſt refin'd, 
High wrought, and temper'd into mind, 
Some darling daughter of the day, 
And body'd by her native ray. 

Where-e'er ſhe paſſes, thouſands bend, 
And thouſands, where ſhe moves, attend ; 
Her ways obſervant eyes confeſs, 

Her ſteps purſuing praiſes bleſs ; 

While to the elevated Maid 

Oblations, as to heav'n, are paid. 
Tas on an ever-blithſome day, 

The jovial birth of roſy May, 

When genial warmth, no more ſuppreſs d, 

| New-melts the froſt in every breaſt, 

The cheek with ſecret fluſhing dyes, 
And looks kind things ſrom chaſteſt eyes; 
The ſun with healthier viſage glows, 
Aſide his clouded kerchief throws, 


And 
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And dances up th' etherial plain, 

Where late he us'd to climb with pain, 

While nature, as from bonds ſet free, 

Springs out, and gives a looſe to glee. 
And, now for momentary reſt, 

The Nymph her travel'd ſtep repreſs'd, 

Juſt turn'd to view-the ſtage attain'd, 

And glory'd in the height ſhe gain'd. 
Out-ſtretch'd before her wide ſurvey, 

The realms of ſweet perdition lay, 

And pity touch'd her ſoul with woe, 

To ſee a world ſo loft below; 

When ftrait the breeze began to breathe 

Airs, gently wafted from beneath, 

That bore commiſſion'd witchcraft thence, 

And reach'd her fympathy of ſenſe ; 

No ſounds of diſcord, that diſcloſe 

A people ſunk, and loft in woes, 

But as of preſent good poſſeſs d, 

The very triumph of the bleſs d. 

The Maid in wrapt attention hung, 

While thus approaching Sirens ſung. 
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Hither, 
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Hither, faireſt, hither haſte, 


Brighteſt beauty, come and taſte 


What the powers of bliſs unfold, 
Joys, too mighty to be told; 
Taſte what extaſies they give, 
Dying raptures taſte, and live. 

In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 
Nature empties all her treaſure, 

Soft deſires, that ſweetly languiſh, 
Fierce delights, that riſe to anguiſh ; 
Faireſt, doſt thou yet delay ? 
Brighteſt beauty, come away. 

Liſt not, when the froward chide, 
Sons of pedantry, and pride, 
Snarlers, to whoſe feeble ſenſe 
April ſunſhine is offence ; 


Age and envy will adviſe 


| Ev'n againſt the joy they prize. 


Come, in pleaſure's balmy bowl, 
Slake the thirſtings of thy ſoul, 


Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
With enjoyment, paſt the painting ; 
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Eaireſt, | 
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Faireſt, doſt thou yet delay? 
Brighteſt beauty, come away. 


So ſung the Sirens, as of yore, 


Upon the falſe Auſonian ſnore; 

And, O!] for that preventing chain, 
That bound Ulyſſes on the main, 

That fo our Fair One might withſtand - 
The covert ruin, now at hand. 

The ſong her charm'd attention drew, 
When now the tempters ſtood in view ; 
Curioſity with prying eyes, 

And hands of buſy, bold empriſe; 

Like Hermes, feather'd were her feet, 
And, like fore-running fancy, fleet. 

By ſearch untaught, by toil untir'd, 

To novelty ſhe till aſpir d, 

Taſteleſs of every good poſſeſs d, 

And but in expectation. bleſs d. 

With her, aſſociate, Pleaſure came, 
Gay Pleaſure, frolic- loving dame, 
Her mein, all ſwimming in delight, 
Her beauties half reveal'd to ſight; | 
| Looſe 
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Looſe flow'd her garments from the ground, 
And caught the kiſſing winds around. 
As erſt Meduſa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into ſtone, 
A dire reverſion here they felt, 
And in the eye of Pleaſure melt. | 
Her glance with ſweet perſuaſion charm'd, 
Unnerv'd the ſtrong, the ſteel'd diſarm'd ; 
No ſafety ev'n the flying find, 
Who vent'rous, look but once behind. 

Thus was the much-admiring Maid, 
While diſtant, more than half betray'd ; 
With ſmiles, and adulation bland, 
They join'd her fide, and ſeiz d her hand: 
Their touch envenom'd ſweets inſtill'd, 
Her frame with new pulſations thrill'd, 
While half conſenting, half denying, 
Reluctant now, and now complying, 
Amidſt a war of hopes, and fears, 
Of trembling wiſhes, ſmiling tears, 
Still down, and down, the winning Pair 
Compell'd the ſtruggling, yielding Fair. 

As 
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As when ſome ſtately veſſel, bound 
To bleſt Arabia's diſtant ground, 
Borne from her courſes, haply lights 
Where Barca's flow'ry clime invites, 
Conceal'd around whoſe treach'rous land, 
Lurk the dire rock, and dangerous fand ; 
The pilot warns with fail and oar, 
To ſhun the much ſuſpected ſhore, 
In vain ; the tide, too fubtly ſtrong, 
Still bears the wreſtling bark along, 
Till found'ring, ſhe reſigns to fate, 
And ſinks o'erwhelm'd, with all her freight. 
So, baffling every bar to fin, 
And heav'n's own pilot, plac'd within, 
Along the devious, ſmooth deſcent, 
With pow'rs increaſing as they went, 
The Dames, accuſtom'd to ſubdue, 
As with a rapid current drew, 
And o'er the fatal bounds convey'd 
The loſt, the long-reluQtant Maid. 
Here ſtop, ye fair ones, and beware, 


Nor ſend your fond affections there; 


Yet, 
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Yet, yet your darling, now deplor d, 
May turn, to you, and heav'n, reſtor d; 
Till then, with weeping honour wait, 
The ſervant of her better fate, 

With honour, left upon the ſhore, 

Her friend, and handmaid now no more - 
Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch, betray'd, 

But o'er her failing caſt the veil, 
Remembring, you yourſelves are frail. 

And now, from all-enquiring light, 
Faſt fled the conſcious ſhades of night ; 
The Damſel, from a ſhort repoſe, 
Confounded at her plight, aroſe. 

As when, with llumb'rous weight oppreſs d, 
Some wealthy miſer ſinks to reſt, 
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey, 
And ſteal his hoard of joys away ; 

He, . borne where golden Indus ſtreams, 
Of pearl, and quarry'd di'mond dreams, 
Like Midas, turns the glebe to oar, 
And ſtands all wrapt amidſt his ſtore, 
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But wakens, naked, and deſpoil' d 
Of that, for which his years had toil'd. 

So far d the Nymph, her treaſure flown, 
And turn'd, like Niobe, to ſtone, 
Within, without, obſcure, and void, 

She felt all ravag'd, all deſtroy d. 

And, O thou curs'd, inſidious coaſt! 
Are theſe the bleſſings thou can' ſt boaſt ? 
Theſe, virtue | theſe the joys they find, 
Who leave thy heav'n-topt hills behind? 
Shade me, ye pines, ye caverns, hide, 
Ye mountains, cover me, ſhe cry'd | 

Her trumpet flander rais'd on high, 
And told the tidings to the ſky ; 
Contempt diſcharg'd a living dart, 

A fide-long viper to her heart ; 

Reproach breath'd poiſons o'er her face, 

And ſoil'd, and blaſted every grace; 

Officious ſhame, her handmaid new, 

Still turn d the mirror to her view, 

While thoſe, in crimes the deepeſt dy d, 

Approach'd, to whiten at her ſide, | 
U And 
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And every lewd, inſulting dame 
Upon her folly roſe to fame. 
What ſhould ſhe do? Attempt once more 
To gain the late-deſerted ſhore ? 
So truſting, back the Mourner flew, 
As faſt the traingof fiends purſue. 
Apain the farther ſhore's attain'd, 
Again the land of virtue gain d; 
But echo gathers in the wind, 
And ſhows her inſtant foes behind. 
Amaz'd, with headlong ſpeed ſhe tends, 
Where late ſhe left a hoſt of friends; 
Alas! thoſe ſhrinking friends decline, 
Nor longer own that form divine; 
With fear they mark the following cry, 
And from the lonely Trembler fly, 
Or backward drive her on the coaſt, 
Where peace was wreck'd, and honour loft. 
From earth thus hoping aid in vain, 
To heav'n not daring to complain, 
No truce by hoftile clamour giv'n, 
And from the face of friendſhip driv'n, 
| The 
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The Nymph funk proſtrate on the ground, 
With all her weight of woes around. 
Enthron'd within a circling ſky, 


Upon a mount o'er mountains high, 
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All radiant ſate, as in a ſhrine, 
Virtue, firſt effluence divine; 
Far, far above the ſcenes of woe, 
That ſhut this cloud · wrapt world below; 
Superior goddels, eſſence bri ght, 

Beauty of uncreated light, 

Whom ſhould mortality ſurvey, 
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As doom'd upon a certain day, 

The breath of frailty muſt expire, 
The world diſſolve in living fire, 
The gems of heav'n, and ſolar flame 
Be quench'd by her eternal beam, 


And nature, quick'ning in her eye, 


To riſe a new-born phoenix, die. 


Hence, unreveal'd to mortal view, 


A veil around her form ſhe threw, 

Which three ſad ſiſters of the ſhade, 

Pain, care, and melancholy made. 

WF 42 Through 
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Through this her all-enquiring eye, 
Attentive from her ſtation high, 
Beheld, abandon'd to deſpair, 

The ruins of her fav'rite Fair; 

And with a voice, whoſe awful ſound 
Appal'd the guilty world around, 

Bid the tumultuous winds be ſtill, 

To numbers bow'd each liſt'ning hill, 
Uncurl'd the ſurging of the main, 
And ſmooth'd the thorny bed of pain, 

The golden harp of heav'n ſhe ſtrung, 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs ſung. 


Lovely Penitent, ariſe, 
Come, and claim thy kindred ſkies, 
Come, thy ſiſter-angels ſay, 
Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. 

Let experience now decide, 
Twixt the good, and evil try'd, 
In the ſmooth, enchanted ground, 
Say, unfold the treaſures found. 

Structures, rais'd by morning dreams, 
Sands, that trip the flitting ſtreams, 

| Down, 
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Down, that anchors on the air, 
Clouds, that paint their changes there. 
Seas, that ſmoothly dimpling lie, 
While the ſtorm impends on high, 
Showing, in an obvious glaſs, 
Joys, that in poſſeſſion paſs; 
Tranſient, fickle, light, and gay, 
Flatt' ring, only to betray ; 
What, alas, can life contain! 
Life, like all its circles, vain ! 
Will the ſtork, intending reſt, 
On the billow build her neſt ? 
Will the bee demand his ſtore 
From the bleak, and bladeleſs ſhore ? 
Man alone, intent to ſtray, 
Ever turns from wiſdom's way, 
. Lays up wealth in foreign land, 
Sows the ſea, and plows the ſand. 
Soon this elemental maſs, 
Soon th' incumb'ring world ſhall paſs, 
Form be wrapt in waſting fire, 
Time be ſpent, and lite expire. 
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Then, ye boaſted works of men, 
Where is your aſylum then? 
Sons of pleaſure, ſons of care, 
Tell'me, mottals, tell me where ? 
Gone, like traces on the deep, 


| Like a ſcepter, graſp'd in ſleep, 


Dews, exhal'd from morning glades, 

Melting ſnows, and gliding ſhades. 
Paſs the world, and what's behind ? 

Virtue's gold, by fire refin'd; 

From an univerſe deprav'd, 

From the wreck of nature ſav d. 

Like the life-ſupporting grain, 

Fruit of patience, and of pain, 

On the ſwain's autumnal day, 

Winnow'd from the chaff away. 
Little trembler, fear no more, 

Thou haſt plenteous crops in ſtore, 

Seed, by genial ſorrows ſown, 

More than all thy {corners own. 
What though hoſtile earth deſpiſe, 

Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; 
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Heav'n thy friendleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 
Chear thy hours and guard thy ſide. 

When the fatal trump ſhall ſound, 
When th' immortals pour around, 
Heav'n ſhall thy return atteſt, 
Hail'd by myriads of the bleſs'd. 

Little native of the ſkies, 
Lovely penitent, ariſe, 
Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow, 
Virtue is thy fiſter now. 

More delightful are my woes, 
Than the rapture, pleaſure knows; 
Richer far the weeds I bring, 
Than the robes, that grace a king. 

On my wars, of ſhorteſt date, 
Crowns of endleſs triumphs wait; 
On my cares, a period bleſs d; 

On my toils, eternal reſt. 

Come, with virtue at thy ſide, 
Come, be every bar defy' d, 

Till we gain our native ſhore, 
Siſter, come, and turn no more. 


FABLE 
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EL CESS I ICANREARBIAACEIET 
FAB LE XVI. 


LOVE, and VANITY. 


HE breezy morning breath'd perfume, 
The wak'ning flow'rs unveil'd their bloom, 

Up with the fun, from ſhort repoſe, 
Gay health, and luſty labour roſe, 
The milkmaid carol'd at her pail, 
And ſhepherds whiſtled o'er the dale; 
When Love, who led a rural lite, 
Remote from buſtle, ſtate, and ſtrife, 
Forth from his thatch'd-roof cottage ſtray d, 
And ſtroll'd along the dewy glade. 

A Nymph, who lightly tript it by, 
To quick attention turn'd his eye ; TW 
He mark'd the geſture of the Fair, 


Her ſelf-ſufficient grace, and air, 
Her ſteps, that mincing meant to pleaſe, 
Her ſtudy d negligence, and eaſe; 
And 
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And, curious to enquire what meant 
This thing of prettineſs and paint, 
Approaching ſpoke, and bow'd obſervant ; 
The Lady, ſlightly, Sir, your ſervant. 
Such beauty in ſo rude a place | 
Fair one, you do the country grace ; 
At court, no doubt, the public care, 
But Love has ſmall acquaintance there. 
Yes, Sir, reply'd the flutt'ring Dame, 
This form confeſſes whence it came; 
But dear variety, you know, 
Can make us pride, and pomp forego. 
My name is Vanity. I ſway | 
The utmoſt iſlands of the ſea ; > 
Within my court all honour centers, 
I raiſe the meaneſt ſoul that enters, 
Endow with latent gifts, and graces, 
And model fools for poſts and places. 
As Vanity appoints at pleaſure, 


The world receives its weight, and meaſure ; 


Hence all the grand concerns of life, 
Joys, cares, plagues, paſſions, peace and ſtrife. 
K Reflect 
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Reflect how far my pow'r prevails, 
When I ſtep in, where nature fails, 
And every breach of ſenſe repairing, 
Am bounteous ſtill, where heav'n is ſparing. 
But chief in all their arts, and airs, 
Their playing, painting, pouts, and pray'rs, 
Their various habits, and complexions, 
Fits, frolics, foibles, and perfe&ions, 
Their robing, curling, and adorning, 
From noon to night, from night to morning, 


From fax to ſixty, ſick, or found, 
I rule the female world around, 


Hold there a moment, Cupid cry'd, 
Nor boaſt dominion quite ſo wide; 
Was there no province to invade, 
But that by love, and meekneſs ſway'd ? 
All other empire I reſign, 
But be the ſphere of beauty mine. 

For in the downy lawn of reſt, 
That opens on a woman's breaſt, 
Attended by my peaceful train, 

I chule to live, and chuſe to reign. 


Far- 
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Far- ſighted faith I brin g along, 
And truth, above an army ſtrong, 
And chaſtity, of icy mould, 

Within the burning tropics cold, 
And lowlineſs, to whoſe mild brow, 
The pow'r and pride of nations bow, 
And modeſty, with downcaſt eye, 
That lends the morn her virgin dye, 
And innocence, array'd in light, 
And honour, asa tow'r upright ; 
With ſweetly winning graces, more 
Than poets ever dreamt of yore, 

In unaffected conduct free, 

All ſmiling ſiſters, three times three, 
And roſy peace, the cherub bleſs d, 
That nightly ſings us all to reſt. 

Hence, from the bud of nature's prime, 
From the firſt ſtep of infant time, 
Woman, the world's appointed light, 
Has ſkirted every ſhade with white ; 

Has ſtood for imitation high, 
To every heart, and every eye; 8 
WEE 7 | For 


FABLES for 


From ancient deeds of fair renown, 
Has brought her bright memorials down ; 
Jo time affix d perpetual youth, 
And form'd each tale of love and truth. 

Upon a new Promethean plan, 
She moulds the eſſence of a man, 
Tempers his maſs, his genius fires, 
And, as a better ſoul, inſpires. 

The rude ſhe ſoftens, warms the cold, 
Exalts the meek, and checks the bold, 
Calls ſloth from his ſupine repoſe, 
Within the coward's boſom glows, 

Of pride unplumes the lofty creſt, 

- Bids baſhful merit ſtand confeſs'd, 
And like coarſe metal from the mines, 
Collects, irradiates, and refines. 

The gentle ſcience, ſhe imparts, 
All manners ſmooths, informs all hearts z 


From her ſweet influence are felt 


Paſſions that pleaſe, and thoughts that melt; 


To ſtormy rage ſhe bids controul, 
And finks ſerenely on the ſoul ; 
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Softens Deucalion's flinty race, 

And tunes the warring world to peace. 
Thus arm'd to all that's light, and vain, 

And freed from thy fantaſtic chain, 

She fills the ſphere, by heav'n aſſign d, 


And rul'd by me, o'er-rules mankind. 


He ſpoke. The N ymph impatient ſtood, 


And laughing, thus her ſpeech renew'd. 
And pray, Sir, may I be ſo bold 

To hope your pretty tale is told ? 

And next demand, without a cavil, 

What new Utopia do you travel ? 

Upon my word, theſe high-flown fancies 

Shew depth of learning - - in romances. 


Why, what unfaſhion'd ſtuff you tell us, 


Of buckram dames, and tiptoe fellows! _ 


Go, child; and when you're grown maturer, 


You'll ſhoot your next opinion ſurer. 

O ſuch a pretty knack at painting! 
And all for ſoft ning, and for fainting | 
Gueſs now, who can, a fingle feature, 


* 


Through the whole piece of female nature 
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Then 


158 


1s like the comet's wand'ring light, 


A ſea, whoſe fathom none can find, 


Then mark ! my looſer hand may fit 
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The lines, too coarſe for Love to hit. 

'Tis ſaid that woman, prone to changing, 
Through all the rounds of folly ranging, 
On life's uncertain ocean riding, 


No reaſon, rule, nor rudder guiding, — 


Eccentric, ominous, and bright, 


Trackleſs, and ſhifting as the wind, 


A moon, ſtill changing, and revolving, 

A riddle, paſt all human ſolving, 

A bliſs, a plague, a heav'n, a hell, 

A - - - ſomething, which no man can tell. 
Now learn a ſecret from a friend, 

But keep your council, and attend, 
Though in their tempers thought ſo diſtant, 
Nor with their ſex, nor ſelves conſiſtent, FT 

Tis but the diff*rence of a name, 
And every woman is the ſame. 
For as the world, however vary'd, 
And through unnumber d changes carry d, 
Of 
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Of elemental modes, and forms, 

Clouds, meteors, colours, calms, and ſtorms, 

Though in a thouſand ſuits array d, 

Is of one ſubject matter made; 

So, Sir, a woman's conſtitution, 

The world's enigma, finds ſolution, 

And let her form be what you will, 

I am the ſubject eſſence ſtill. 
With the firſt ſpark of female ſenſe, 

The ſpeck of being, I commence, 

Within the womb make freſh advances, 

And dictate future qualms, and fancies ; 

Thence in the growing form expand, 

With childhood travel hand in hand, 

And give a taſte to all their joys, 

In gewgaws, rattles, pomp, and noile. 
And now, familiar, and unaw'd, 

I ſend the flutt'ring ſoul abroad; 

Prais'd for her ſhape, her face, her mein, 

The little goddeſs, and the queen 4 

Takes at her infant ſhrine oblation, 

And drinks ſweet draughts of adulation, 


Now 
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Now blooming, tall, erect, and fair, 

Jo dreſs, becomes her darling care; 
The realms of beauty then I bound, 

1 ſwell the hoop's enchanted round, 
Shrink in the waiſt's deſcending ſize, 
Heav'd in the ſnowy boſom, riſe, 
High on the floating lappit fail, 

Or curl'd in treſſes, kiſs the gale. 
Then to her glaſs I lead the fair, 
And ſhew the lovely idol there, 

& Where, ftruck as by divine emotion, 
She bows with moſt ſincere devotion, 
And numb'ring every beauty o'er, 

In ſecret bids the world adore. 

Then all for parking, and parading, 
Coquetting, dancing, maſquerading : 
For balls, plays, courts, and crowds what paſſion | 
And churches, ſometimes——if the faſhion ; 
For woman's ſenſe of right, and wrong, 

| Is rul'd by the almighty throng ; 

- Still turns to each meander tame, 

| And ſwims the ſtraw of every ſtream, 
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Her ſoul intrinſic worth rejects, 
Accompliſh'd only in defects, 
Such excellence is her ambition, 
Folly, her wiſeſt acquiſition, 
And ev'n from pity, and diſdain, 
She'll cull ſome reaſon to be vain. 

Thus, Sir, from every form and feature, 
The wealth, and wants of female nature, 
And ev'n from vice, which you'd admire, 
I gather fewel to my fire, 

And on the very baſe of ſhame 
Erect my monument of fame. 

Let me another truth attempt, 

Of which your godſhip has not dreamt. 

Thoſe ſhining virtues, which you muſter, 
Whence think you they derive their luſtre ? 


From native honour, and devotion ? 


O yes, a mighty likely notion ! 


Truſt me, from titled dames to ſpinners, 
Tis I make ſaints, whoe'er makes ſinners; 
"Tis I inſtru them to withdraw, 
And hold preſumptuous man in awe; 
Y | For 
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For female worth, as I inſpire, 

In juſt degrees, ſtill mounts the higher, 

And virtue, ſo extremely nice, 

Demands long toil, and mighty price; 

Like Sampſon's pillars, fix'd elate, 

I bear the ſex's tott'ring ſtate ; 

Sap theſe, and in a moment's ſpace, 

Down ſinks the fabric to its baſe. 
Alike from titles, and from toys, 

I ſpring, the fount of female joys ; 

In every widow, wife, and mils, 

The ſole artificer of bliſs. 

For them each tropic I explore ; 

I cleave the ſand of every ſhore ; 

To them uniting Indias fail, 

Sabza breathes her fartheſt gale ; 

For them the bullion I refine, 

Dig ſenſe, and virtue from the mine, 

And from the bowels of invention, 

Spin out the various arts you mention. 


i} | Nor bliſs alone my pow'rs beſtow, 
| = | They hold the foy'reign balm of woe; 


Beyond 
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Beyond the Stoic's boaſted art, 
I ſooth the heavings of the heart 
To pain give ſplendor, and relief, 
And gild the pallid face of grief. 
Alike the palace, and the plain 
Admit the glories of my reign ; 
Through every age, in every nation, 
Taſte, talents, tempers, ftate, and ſtation, 
Whate'er a woman ſays, I fay ; 
Whate'er a woman ſpends, I pay ; 
Alike I fill, and empty bags, 
Flutter in finery, and rags, 
With light coquets through folly range, 
And with the prude diſdain to change. 
And now you'd think, *twixt you, and TI, 
That things were ripe for a reply 
But ſoft, and while I'm in the mood, 
Kindly permit me to conclude, 
Their utmoſt mazes to unravel, 
And touch the fartheſt ſtep they travel. 
When every pleaſure's run a-ground, 
And folly tir d through many a round; 
| iD, 5 
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The nymph, conceiving diſcontent hence, 
May ripen to an hour's repentance, 
And vapours, ſhed in pious moiſture, 
Diſmiſs her to a church, or cloyſter; 
Then on I lead her, with devotion 
Conſpicuous in her dreſs, and motion, 
Inſpire the heav'nly breathing air, 
Roll up the lucid eye in pray'r, 
Soften the voice, and in the face 
Look melting harmony, and grace. 
Thus far extends my friendly pow'r, 
Nor quits her in her lateſt hour; 
8 The couch of decent pain I ſpread, 
In form recline her languid head, 
Her thoughts I methodize in death, 


And part not, with her parting breath ; 
Then do I ſet, in order bright, 

A length of funeral pomp to fight, 
The glitt'ring tapers, and attire, 

The plumes, that whiten o'er her bier ; 
And laſt, preſenting to her eye 

Wo Angelic fineries on high, 


To 


the LADIES. 


To ſcenes of painted bliſs I waft her, 


And form the heav'n ſhe hopes hereafter. 


In truth, rejoin'd love's gentle God, 
You've gone a tedious length of road, 
And ſtrange, in all the toilſome way, 
No houſe of kind refreſhment lay, 


No nymph, whoſe virtues might have tempted 


To hold her from her ſex exempted. 
For one, we'll never quarrel, man; 
Take her, and keep her, if you can; 
And pleas'd I yield to your petition, 
Since, every fair, by ſuch permiſſion, 
Will hold herſelf the one ſelected, 
And ſo my ſyſtem ſtands protected. 
O, deaf to virtue, deaf to glory, 
To truths divinely vouch'd in ſtory! 
The Godhead in his zeal return'd, 
And kindling at her malice burn'd. 
Then ſweetly rais'd his voice, and told 
Of heav'nly nymphs, rever'd of old; 


Hypſipile, who fav'd her fire; 
And Portia's love, approv'd by fire, 
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Alike Penelope was quoted, 

Nor lawrel'd Daphne paſs'd unnoted, 
Nor Laodamia's fatal garter, 

Nor fam'd Lucretia, honour's martyr, 
Alceſte's voluntary ſteel, 

And Catherine, ſmiling on the wheel. 
But who can hope to plant conviction 


Where cavil grows on contradiction ? 
Some ſhe evades or diſavows, 
Demurs to all, and none allows ; 

A kind of ancient things, call'd fables! 
And thus the Goddeſs turn'd the tables. 
Now both in argument grew high, 

And choler flaſh'd from either eye; 

Nor wonder each refus'd to yield 

The conqueſt of ſo fair a field. 

When happily arriv'd in view 

A Goddeſs, whom our grandames knew, 
Of aſpect grave, and ſober gaite, 
Majeſtic, aweful, and ſedate, 

As heav'n's autumnal eve ſerene, 
When not a cloud o'ercaſts the ſcene ; 
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Once Prudence call'd, a matron fam'd, 
And in old Rome, Cornelia nam'd. 
Quick at a venture, both agree 
To leave their ſtrife to her decree. 
And now by each the facts were tated, - 
In form and manner as related ; 
The caſe was ſhort. They crav'd opinion, 
Which held o'er females chief dominion ? 
When thus the Goddeſs, anſwering mild, 
Firſt ſhook her gracious head, and ſmil'd. 
Alas, how willing to comply, 
Yet how unfit a judge am TI | 
In times of golden date, *tis true, 
I ſhar'd the fickle ſex with you, 
But from their preſence long precluded, 
Or held as one, whoſe form intruded, 
Full fifty annual ſuns can tell, 
Prudence has bid the ſex farewell. 
In this dilemma what to do, 
Or who to think of, neither knew ; 
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For both, ſtill biaſs'd in opinion, 


And arrogant of ſole dominion, 

Were forc'd to hold the caſe compounded, 

Or leave the quarrel where they found it. 
When in the nick, a rural fair, 

Of inexperienc'd gaite, and air, 


Who ne'er had croſs'd the neighb'ring lake, 


Nor ſeen the world, beyond a wake, 


And if your prevalence of art 


With cambrick coif, and kerchief clean, 
Tript lightly by them o'er the green. 

Now, now | cry'd Love's triumphant Child, 
And at approaching conqueſt ſmil'd, 
If Vanity will once be guided, 


Our diff 'rence may be ſoon decided; 
Behold yon wench ; a fit occaſion 
To try your force of gay perſuaſion, 
Go you, while I retire aloof, 

Go, put thoſe boaſted pow'rs to proof 


Tranſcends my yet unerring dart, 
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I give the fav rite conteſt oer, 
And ne' er will boaſt my empire more. 

At once, fo ſaid, and fo conſented ; 
And well our Goddeſs ſeem'd contented ; 
Nor pauſing, made a moment's ſtand, 

But tript, and took the girl in hand. 
Mean while the Godhead, unalarm'd, 
As one to each occaſion arm'd, 
Forth from his quiver cull'd a dart, 
That erſt had wounded many a heart; 
Then, bending, drew it to the bead; 6 
The bow-ſtring twang'd, the arrow fled, 
And, to her ſecret ſoul addreſs'd, - 
Transfix'd the whiteneſs of her breaſt. 

But here the Dame, whoſe guardian care 
Had to a moment watch'd the fair, 
At once her pocket mirror drew, 
And held the wonder full in view ; 
As quickly, rang'd in order bright, 
A thouſand beauties ruſh to fight ; 
Z A world 
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A world of charms, till now unknown, 
A world, reveal'd to her alone: 
Enraptur'd ſtands the love- ſick maid, 
Suſpended o'er the darling ſhade, 
Here only fixes to admire, 
And centers every fond deſire. 
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HYMN to POVERTY. 
POVERTY ! thou ſource of human art, | 
Thou great inſpirer of the poet's ſong ! 

In vain Apollo dictates, and the Nine 

Attend in vain, unleſs thy mighty hand 

Dire& the tuneful lyre. Without thy aid 

The canvas breaths no longer. Muſic's charms, 

Vninfluenc'd by thee, forget to pleaſe : 
Thou giv'ſt the organ ſound ; by thee the flute 


Breaths harmony ; the tuneful viol owns 
Thy pow'rful touch. The warbling voice is thine ; 


Thou gav'ſt to Nicolini every grace, 


And every charm to Farinelli's ſong. 
By thee the lawyer pleads. The ſoldier's arm 
Is nerv'd by thee. Thy pow'r the gown-man feels, - 
And, urg'd by thee, unfolds heav'n's myſtic trutbs. 
AFLL _ Z 2 The 
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The haughty fair, that ſwells with proud diſdain, 

And ſmiles at miſchiefs, which her eyes have made, 

Thou humbleſt to ſubmit and bleſs mankind. 
Hail, Pow'r omnipotent | Me uninvok'd 

Thou deign'ſt to viſit, far, alas! unfit 

To bear thy awful preſence. O, retire | 

At diſtance let me view thee; leſt too nigh, 

I fink beneath the terrors of thy face! 


T H E 


LOVER and the FRIEND. 


TH OU, for whom my lyre I ſtring, 2 
Of whom I ſpeak, and think, and ſing ! 
Thou conſtant obje& of my. joys, 
Whoſe ſweetneſs every wiſh employs! 
Thou deareſt of thy ſex, attend, 
And hear the Lover and the Friend ! 


Fear not the poet's flatt' ring ſtrain ; 
No idle praiſe my verſe ſhall ſtain; 
The lowly numbers ſhall impart 
The faithful dictates of my heart, 
Nor humble modeſty offend, 

And part the Lover from the Friend. 


Not 
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Not diſtant is the cruel day, 
That tears me from my hopes away; 
Then frown not, faireſt, if I try 
To ſteal the moiſture from your eye, 
Or force your heart a ſigh to ſend, 


To mourn the Lover and the Friend. 


No perfect joy my life e er knew, 
But what aroſe from love and you ; 
Nor can I fear another pain 
Than your unkindneſs, or diſdain : 
Then let your looks their pity lend, 
To chear the Lover and the Friend. 


Whole years I ſtrove againſt the flame, 
And ſuffer'd ills, that want a name; 
Yet ſtill the painful ſecret kept, 
And to myſelf in filence wept; 
Till grown unable to contend, 
I own'd the Lover and the Friend. 


I faw 
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I faw you ſtill. Your gen'rous heart 
In all my ſorrows bore a part; 

Yet while your eyes with pity glow'd, 

No words of hope your tongue beſtow'd, 
But mildly bid me ceaſe to blend 

The name of Lover with the Friend. 


Sick with defire, and mad with pain, 
I ſeek for happineſs in vain : 
Thou lovely maid, to thee I cry, 
Heal me with kindneſs, or I die ! 
From ſad deſpair my ſoul defend, 
And fix the Lover and the Friend. 


Curs'd be all wealth, that can deſtroy 
My utmoſt hope of earthly joy ! 
Thy gifts, O Fortune | I reſign, 
Let her and poverty be mine | 
And every year that life ſhall lend, 
Shall bleſs the Lover and the Friend. 
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176 The LOVER, &c. 


In vain, alas! in vain I ſtrive 
To keep a dying hope alive; 
The laſt ſad remedy rem 85 
"Tis abſence that muſt heal my pains, 
Thy image from my boſom rend, 
And force the Lover from the Friend, 


Vain thought! though ſeas between us roll, 
Thy love is rooted in my ſoul ; 
The vital blood that warms my heart 
With thy idea muſt depart, 
And death's deciſive ſtroke muſt end 
At once the Lover and the Friend. 


SONGS. 


SONG the Fiſt. 


I. 
HUS I ſaid to my heart, in a pet t other day, 
I had rather be hang d than go moping this way; 
No throbbings, no wiſhes your moments employ, . 


But you ſleep in my breaſt without motion or joy. 


. 1 

When Cloe perplex d me twas ſweeter by half, 
And at Thais's wiles I could often- times laugh; 
Your burnings and akings I ſtrove not to cure, 


Though one was a jilt, and the other a whore. ka 
5 : ; A a | 8 III. When 
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III. 

When I walk'd up the Mall, or ſtroll'd through the ſtreet, 
Not a petticoat bruſh'd me, but then you could beat, 
Or if bang went the hoop againſt corner or poſt, 

In the magical round you were ſure to be loſt. 
IV. 

But now if a nymph goes as naked as Eve, 
Like Adam, unfallen, you never perceive ; 

Or the ſeat of delight if the tippet ſhould hide, 

You tempt not my fingers to draw it aſide. 


V. 
Is it caution, or dread, or the froſt of old age, 
That inclines you with beauty ho more to engage? 
Tell me quickly the cauſe, for it makes me quite mad, 
In the ſummer's gay ſeaſon to fee you fo fad. 
| VI. ; 
Have a care, quoth my heart, how you tempt me to ſtray ; 
He that hunts down a woman, muſt run a d---d way: 
Like a hare ſhe can wind, or hold out with the fox, 
And, ſecure in the chace, het purſuers ſhe mocks. 
3 4: VII, For 
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VII. 
For Cloe I burnt with an innocent flame, 
And beat to the muſic that breath'd out her name; 
Three ſummers flew over the caſtles I built, 
And beheld me a fool, and my goddef a jilt. 


VIII. 
Next Thais, the wanton, my wiſhes employ d, 
And the kind one repair d what the cruel deſtroy'd : 
Like Shadrach, I liv'd in a furnace of fire, 
But, unlike him, was ſcorch'd, and compell'd to retire. 


IX. 
Recruited once more, I forgot all my pain, 
And was jilted, and burnt, and bedevil'd again ; 
Not a petticoat fring'd, or the heel of a ſhoe, 
Ever paſs'd you by day-light, but at it I flew. 


1 
Thus jilted, and wounded, and burnt to a coal, 
For reſt I retreated again to be whole; 
But your eyes, ever open to lead me aſtray, 


Have beheld a new face, and command me away. | 
A 4 2 XI. But 
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XI. 
But remember, in whatever flames I may burn, 
"Twill be folly to aſk for, or wiſh my return: 
Neither Thais, nor Cloe, again ſhall enflame, 
But a nymph more provoking than all you can name. 


+ XII. 
This faid, with a bound from my boſom he flew ; 
O, Phillis | theſe eyes ſaw him poſting to you: 
Enſlav'd by your wit, he grows fond of his hon, 


And vows I ſhall never poſleſs him again, 


SONG the Second. 


_ Corrin. 
E till, O ye winds, and attentive, ye ſwains, 
'Tis Phebe invites, and replies to my ſtrains; 
The ſan never roſe on, ſearch all the world through, 


A ſhepherd fo bleſt, or a fair one ſo true. 
| PHEBE. 
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PREI R. 
Glide ſoftly, ye ſtreams, O ye nymphs, round me throng, 
Tis Collin commands, and attends to my ſong; 
Search all the world over, you never can find 
A maiden ſo bleſt, or a ſhepherd ſo kind. 
Darn. 
'Tis love, like the fun, that gives light to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleflings that life can endear ; 
Our pleaſures it brightens, drives ſorrow away, 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the day. 
| COLLIN. 
With Phebe beſide me, the feaſons how gay 
Then Winter's bleak months ſeem as pleaſant as May ; 
The Summer's gay verdure ſprings till as ſhe treads, 
And linnets and nightingales fing through the meads. 
| | P HE B B. 
When Collin is abſent tis Winter all round, 
How faint is the ſunſhine, how barren the ground! 
Inſtead of the linnet and nightingale's ſong, L 
I hear the hoarſe raven croak all the day long. 
I | Bo T H. 
Tis love, like the ſun, &c. 
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Cor LIV. 
O'er hill, dale and valley my Phebe and I 
Together will wander, and love ſhall be by : 
Her Collin ſhall guard her ſafe all the long day, 
And Phebe at night all his pains ſhall repay. 
| PEER. 
By moonlight, when ſhadows glide over the plain, 
His kiſſes ſhall chear me, his arm ſhall ſuſtain ; 
The dark haunted grove I can trace without fear, 
Or ſleep in a church-yard, if Collin is near. 
BoTH. 
*Tis love, like the ſun, &c. 
| Col lix. 
Ye ſhepherds that wanton it over the plain, 
How fleeting your tranſports, how laſting your pain | 
Inconſtancy ſhun, and reward the kind ſhe, 
And learn to be happy of Phebe and me. 
8 9 Rn PR PBI. 
Ye nymphs, who the pleaſures of love never try d, 
Attend to\my ſtrains, and take me for your guide ; 
Your hearts keep from pride and inconſtancy free, , 
And learn to be happy of Collin and me. 


Bor R. 
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Bork. 
Tis love, like the ſun, that gives light to the year, 
The ſweeteſt of bleſſings that life can endear; 
Our pleaſures it brightens, drives ſorrow away, 
Gives joy to the night, and enlivens the day. 


SONG the Third. 


I. 
s Phillis the gay, at the break of the day, 


Went forth to the meadows a maying, 
A clown lay aſleep by a river fo deep, 
That round in meanders was ſtraying. 


=. 
His boſom was bare, and for whiteneſs ſo rare, 
Her heart it was gone without warning, 
With cheeks of ſuch hue, that the roſe wet with dew, 
Ne'er look d half ſo freſh in a morning, | 


III. She 


=  SONGs 


eee 
dhe cull'd the new hay, and down by him ſhe lay, 
Her wiſhes too warm for diſguiſing; = 
She play'd with his eyes, till he wak'd in ſurprize, 
And bluſh'd like the ſun at his rifing. 


IV. 
She ſung him a ſong, as he leant on his prong, 
And reſted her arm on his ſhoulder ; 
She preſs'd his coy cheek to her boſom ſo ſleek, 
And taught his two arms to infold her. 


V. | 
The ruſtic grown kind, by a kiſs told his mind, 
And call'd her his dear and his bleſſing: 
Together they ſtray d, and ſung, frolick'd and play'd, 
And what they did more there's no gueſſing. 


SONG 
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SONG the Fourth. 
CL» 1 
ET rakes for pleaſure range the town, 
Or miſers doat on golden guineas, 
Let plenty ſmile, or fortune frown, 
The ſweets of love are mine and Jenny's. 
SHE, 1 
Let wanton maids indulge defire, | 4 
How ſoon the fleeting pleaſure gone is | i 
The joys of virtue never tire, | | | i 
And ſuch ſhall ſtill be mine and Johnny's. # 
| Bor n. id 
Together let us ſport and play, 4 
And live in pleaſure where no ſin is; ; 
The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, i 
And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny's. | l 
1 ns 3:15 Ha pt bs Bl \ 
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H x. 
Let roving ſwains young hearts invade, 
The pleaſure ends in ſhame and folly ; 
So Willy woo'd, and then betray'd 
The poor, believing, ſimple Molly. 
| | OHE, 
So Lucy lov'd, and lightly toy'd, 
And laugh'd at harmleſs maids who marry's 
But now ſhe finds her ſhepherd cloy'd, 
And chides too late her faithleſs ds 4: 
 BoTH. 
But we'll together, &c. 
| | A | 
By cooling ftreams our flocks we'll feed, 
And leave deceit to knaves and ninnies $1] 
Or fondly ſtray where love ſhall lead, 
And every joy be mine and Jenny's. 
SHE. 

Let guilt the faithleſs boſom fright, 
Ihe conſtant heart is always bonn; 
Content, and peace, and ſweet delight, 
And love {hall live with me and Johnny. 


Bork. 
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Bork. | | 
Together ſtill we'll ſport and play, 
And live in pleaſure where no fin is; 
The prieſt ſhall tie the knot to-day, 13 
And wedlock's bands make Johnny Jenny's $, 


SON G the Fifth. 
8 NA | 47 Tiara 5 
TAND round, my brave boys, with heart and with voice, 
X And all in full chorus agree ; 
We'll fight for our king, and as loyally ſing, 
And let the world know we'll be free. 
| CHORUS. 
The rebels ſhall fly, as with ſhouts we draw nigh, 
And echo ſhall: victory ring; 
Then ſafe from alarms, we'll reſt on our arms, 
And chorus it, long live the king ! 


II. Then 
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Then commerce once more ſhall bring wealth to our ſhore, 


And plenty and peace bleſs the iſle, 
The peaſant ſhall quaff off his bowl with a laugh, 
And reap the ſweet fruits of his toil. 
Cnokus. 


The rebels, &c. 


III. 
Kind love ſhall repay the fatigues of the day, 
And melt us to ſofter alarms; 
Coy Phillis ſhall burn at her ſoldier's return, 
And bleſs the brave youth 1 in her arms. 
_ Chorus, 
The rebels ſhall fly, as with ſhouts we draw nigh, 
And echo ſhall victory ring; 
Then ſafe from alarms, well reſt on our arms, 
And chorus it, long live the king! 
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O make the wife kind, and to keep the houſe ſtill, 
You muſt be of her mind, let her ſay what ſhe willi; 


In all that ſhe does you muſt give her her way, b 
For tell her ſhe's wrong, and you lead her aſtray. 
CHoRuUs. 


Then, wk take care, of ſuſpicion "OY 
Your wives may be true, if you fancy they are 
With confidence truſt them, and be not ſuch elves, + 
As to make by your jealouſy horns for yourſelves. 


II. | 

Abroad all the day if ſhe chuſes to roam, : 
| Seem pleas'd with her abſence, ſhe'll ſigh to come bons; ; 4 
'The man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to get at, | 1 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'll hate him for that. \. 1. | 
oi nene | bi 
Then, huſbands, &c. I 0 | 
41 | III. What 
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What virtues ſhe has, you may ſafely oppoſe, 
Whatever her follies are, praiſe her for thoſe ; 


Applaud all her ſchemes that ſhe lays for a man, 
For accuſe her of vice, and ſhe'll fin if ſhe can. 


CHORUS. 


Then, Badende take care, of ſuſpicion — | 
Your wives may be true, if you fancy they a are ; 

With confidence truſt them, and be not ſuch elves, 
As to make by your jealouſy horns for yourſelves, 
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SONG the Seventh. 


Damon. 


TARK, hark, o'er the plains how IAIN cj 


Aſleep while my charmer is laid! 


The village is up, and the day on the wing, 
And Phillis may yet die a maid. 


PHrn1LLIs, 


S ON GS. 
PRHIII1S. 


Ti hardly yet day, and I cannot away, 
O, Damon, I'm young and afraid; 


To-morrow, my dear, I'll to church without fear, 


But let me to-night lie a maid, 


| DaMoN. 
The bride-maids are met, and mamma's on the fret, 
All, all my coy Phillis upbraid ; 

Come open the door, and den y me no more, 


Nor cry to live longer a maid. 


Arts. 

Dear ſhepherd, forbear, and to-morrow I ſivear, 
 To-morrow T'll not be afraid; 
I'll open the door, and deny you no more, 
Nor cry to live longer a maid. 

Damon. 
No, no, Phillis, no, on that boſom of ſnow 
To-night ſhall your ſhepherd be laid ; 
By morning my dear ſhall be eas'd of her fear, 
Nor gyjeve ſhe's no longer a maid. | 


* 
' 
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PrrLL1s, 
Then open the door, twas unbolted before, 
His bliſs filly Damon delay'd ; 
To church let us go, and if there I ſay no, 
O then let me die an old aa 


SONG the Eighth. 


4 
HAT Jenny's my friend, my delight, and my pride, 


I always have boaſted, and ſeek not to hide; 
I dwell on her praiſes wherever I go, 
They fay I'm in love, but I anſwer no, no. | 


( II. 
At ev'ning oft-times with what pleaſure I ſee 
A note from her hand, I'll be with you at tea!“ 
My heart how it bounds, when I hear her below | I 
But ſay not tis love, for I anſwer no, no. * 
FL III. She 
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III. 
She ſings me a ſong, and I echo each ſtrain, 
Again I cry, Jenny | ſweet Jenny, again! 
I kiſs her ſoft lips, as if there I could grow, 
And fear I'm in love, though I anſwer no, no. 
IV. 


She tells me her faults, as ſhe fits on my knee, 
I chide her, and ſwear ſhe's an angel to me: 


My ſhoulder ſhe taps, and ſtill bids me think ſo; 
Who knows but ſhe loves, though ſhe tells me no, no? 


V. | 

Yet ſuch is my temper, ſo dull am I grown, 

I aſk not Her heart, but would conquer my own: 
Her boſom's ſoft peace ſhall I ſeek to o'erthrow, 

And wiſh to perſuade, while I anſwer no, no ? 
as oh 

From beauty, and wit, and good-humour, ah | why 

Should prudence adviſe, and compel me to fly ? | 

Thy bounties, O Fortune | make haſte to beſtow, 


And let me deſerve her, or ſtill I fay no. 


Cc SONG 
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SONG the Ninth. 


7 & þ 
VO tell me I'm handſome, I know not how true, 
And eaſy, and chatty, and good-humour'd too 
That my lips are as red as the roſe-bud in June, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, ſweetly in tune: 
All this has been told me by twenty before, 


But he that would win me, muſt flatter me more. 


II. 


If beauty from virtue receive no ſupply, 


Or prattle from prudence, how wanting am I! 


My eaſe and good - humour ſhort raptures will bring, 
And my voice, like the nightingale's, know but a ſpring. 
For charms ſuch as theſe then, your praiſes give o er, 


To love me for life, you muſt love me for more. 
. 
Then talk to me not of a ſhape or an air, 
For Cloe, the wanton, can rival me there: 
"Tis 


\ 


8 g O N 8. 1 9 5 g 
'Tis virtue alone that makes beauty look gay, 
And brightens good-humour, as ſunſhine the day ; 
For that if you love me, your flame ſhall be true, 
And I in my turn, may be taught to love too. 


S O N G the Tenth. 


; J. 
" TOW bleſt has my time been, what days have I known, 
Since wedlock's ſoft bondage made jeſſe my own |! 
80 joyful my heart is, ſo eaſy my chan, 

That freedom is taſteleſs, and roving a pain. 

. 
Through walks, grown with woodbines, as often we ſtray, 
Around us our boys and | girls frolic and play ; 
How pleafing their ſport.is the wanton ones ſee, 
And borrow their looks from my Jeſſe and me. 


Ce 2 III. To 
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Os III. 
To try her ſweet temper ſometimes am I ſeen 
In revels all day with the nymphs of the green ; 
Though painful my abſence, my doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at night with compliance and ſmiles. 

| | IV. 
What though on her cheek the roſe loſes its hue, 
Her eaſe and good-humour bloom all the year through ; 
Time ſtill as he flies brings increaſe to her truth, 
And gives to her mind what he ſteals from her youth. 

Ed | 

Ye ſhepherds ſo gay, who make love to enſnare, 
And cheat with falſe vows the too credulous fair, 
In ſearch of true pleaſure how vainly you roam 
To hold it for life, you muſt find it at home. 


SONG 
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SONG the Eleventh. 


J. f 

ARK! hark | tis a voice from the tombl | ; 
Come, Lucy, it cries, come away; | [ 

The grave of thy Collin has room, GY. | 


To reft thee beſide his cold clay. 
I come, my dear ſhepherd, I come; 
Ve friends and companions, adieu; 
I haſte to my Collin's dark home, 
To die on his boſom ſo true. 
TROY | 

All mournful the midnight bell rung, 
When Lucy, fad Lucy aroſe ; 

And forth to the green-turf ſhe ſprung, 
Where Collin's pale aſhes repoſe. 

All wet with the night's chilling dew, 
Her boſom embrac'd the cold ground, 

While ſtormy winds over her blew, a 
And night-ravens croak d all around. 


III. How 
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III. 
How long, my lov'd Collin, ſhe cry'd, 


How long muſt thy Lucy complain ? 
How Jong ſhall the grave my love hide? 
How long ere it join us again ? 
For thee thy fond ſhepherdeſs liv'd, 
With thee 0) er the world would ſhe fly, 
For thee has ſh — d and griev'd, 
For thee my ſhe lie down and die. 
CL 
Alas! what avails it how dear 
Thy Lucy was once to her fwain | 
Her face like the lily ſo fair, 
And eyes that gave light to the 1 
The ſhepherd that lov'd her is gone, 
That face and thoſe eyes charm no more, 
And Lucy forgot and alone, 
To death ſhall her Collin deplore. 
. . 
While thus ſhe lay ſunk in deſpair, 
And mourn'd to the echoes around, 
Inflam'd all at once grew the air, 
And thunder ſhook dreadful the ground. 
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I hear the kind call, and obey, 


Oh, Collin, receive me, ſhe cry'd! 
Then breathing a groan o'er his clay, 


Nj 


She hung on his tomb-ſtone and dy d. 


* 
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: RECITATIVE. 
() F Conſtance holy legends tell, 
The ſofteſt fiſter of the cell ; 
None ſent to heav'n fo ſweet a cry, 
Or roll'd at maſs fo bright an eye. 
No wanton taint her boſom knew, 
Her hours in heav'nly viſion flew, 


Her knees were worn with midnight pray rs, 
And thus ſhe breath'd divineſt airs, 


AIR, 


ey 


A-CANTAT A. 


AIR 
In hallow'd walks, and awful cells, 
Secluded from the hight and vain, 
The chaſte-ey d maid with virtue dwells, 
And ſolitude, and filence reign. 


The wanton's voice is heard not here, 

To heau'n the ſacred pile belongs ; 
Each wall returns the whiſper d pray r, 
Aud echoes but to holy ſongs. 


RECITATIVE. 
Alas, that pamper'd monks ſhould dare 
Intrude where fainted veſtals are 
Ah, Francis! Francis! well T weet 
Thoſe holy looks are all deceit. 
With ſhame the muſe prolongs her tale, 


The Prieſt was young, the Nun was frail, 


Devotion faulter'd on her tongue, 
Love tumd her voice, and thus ſhe ſung, 
Dd 
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AIR. 


20 . N. 


| AIR. 

Alas, how deluded was J, 

To fancy delights as I did! 
With maidens at midnight to figh, 

And love, the ſweet paſſion, forbid ! 
O, father ! my follies forgive, 

Andi flill to abſolve me be nigh ; 

Your leſſons have taught me to live, 


Come teach me, O] teach me to die . 


To her arms in a rapture he ſprung, 
Her boſom, half-naked, met his ; 
Tranſported in filence ſhe hung, 
And melied away at each kiſs. 
Ab, father | expiring ſhe cry'd, ff 
With rapture I yield up my breath | 
Ab, daughter | he fondly reply d, 
De righteous find comfort in death. 
— 
: SOLOMON, 
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By Dr. BOY CE. 
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rr 
CHORUS. 
BE OLD, Feruſalem, thy king, 
FW hoſe praiſes all the nations fing ! 
To Solomon the Lord has giv'n 
All arts and wiſdom under heav'n : 
For him the tuneful virgin throng 
Of Zion's daughters, ſwell the ſong : 
While young and old their voices raiſe, | : 
And wake the echoes with his praiſe. 
D d 2 RE CI- 
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204 SOL O M O N, 
RECITATIVE. 
SHE. From the mountains, lo} he comes, 
Breathing from his lips perfumes ; 
While zephyrs on his garments play, 
And ſweets through all the air convey. 
A I R. 
Tell me, lovely ſhepherd, whare 
Thou feed'ſ} at noon thy fleecy care? 
Direct me to the feet retreat, | 
That guards thee from the miil-day, heat : 
| Left by the flocks ] lonely tray, 
Without a guide, and loſe my way : 
Where reft at noon, thy bleating care, 
Gentle ſhepherd, tell me where ? 
| A IL R. 
HE. Faireſt of: the virgin throng,. 
| Doft thou ſeek thy fwain's:abade'? 
See yon fertile vale along- 
wu . the flocks haue trod. FX 
Purſue the prints their feet haue made, - 
And they ſhall guide thee to the ſhade. 


RE CI- 


A SERENATA. 


RECITATIVE. 


Sys. As the rich apple, on whoſe boughs 


Ripe fruit with ſtreaky beauty glows, 
Excels the trees that ſhade the grove; 
So ſhines, among his ſex, my love. 
AIR. | 

Beneath his ample ſhade I lay, 
Defended from the fultry day ; 
His cooling fruit my thirſt aſſuag d, 
And quench'd the fires chat in me rag d; 
Till Jared with the luſcious taſte, 

T roſe and bleſt the ſweet repaſs. 

 ___ RECETAPFIVE. 


Hz. Who quits the lily's fleecy white, 


To fix on meaner flow'rs the fight ? 
Or leaves the roſe's ſtem untorn, 
To crop the bloſſom from the thorn? 
Unrival'd thus thy beauties are; 
So ſhines my love among the fair. 
AIR. 
Balmy ſweetneſs, ever flowing, 
From her dropping lips diſtils; 
Flowers on her cheeks are blowing, 
And her voice with muſic thrills. 
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Zephyrs o er the ſpices Sing, 
Wafting ſweets from every tree, 
Sick ning ſenſe with odours cloying, 
Breathe not half ſo feet as ſhe. 
RECITATIVE. 
Sas, Let not my prince his ſlave deſpiſe, 
Or paſs me with unheeding eyes, | 
Becauſe the ſun's diſcolouring rays 
Have chac'd the lily from my face. 
My envious ſiſters ſaw my bloom, 
And drove me from my mother's home ; 
Unſhelter'd all the ſcorching day 
They made me in their vineyard ſtay. 
AIX. 
Ah fumple me ! my own, more dear, 
My own, alas ! was nor my care 
Invading love the fences broke, 
And tore the cluſters from the ſtock, 
With eager graſp the fruit deſtroy'd, 
Wor reſted, till the ravage cloy'd. 
| AIR. 
HE. Fair and comely is my love, 
And ſofter than' the blue-ey d dove; 


Down 
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Down her neck the wanton locks 
Bound like the kids on Gilead's rocks ; 
Her teeth like flocks i in beauty ſeem, 
New ſhorn, and dropping from the frream ; ; 
Her glowing lips by far out-vie 
The plaited threads of ſcarlet dye; 
M bene er ſhe ſpeaks the accents wound, 
And muſic floats upon the ſound. 
RECITATFTIVE. 
SHE. Forbear, O charming ſwain, forbear ! 
Thy voice enchants my liſt'ning ear; 
And while I gaze, my boſom glows, 
My flutt'ring heart with love o'erflows, 
The ſhades of night hang o'er my eyes, 
And every ſenſe within me dies. 
ATR. 
O fill with cooling juice the bowl ! 
| 3 uage the fever in my ſoul ] 


* With copious draughts my thirſt remove, 


And ſooth the heart that's fick of love. 
? PART 


PART Il. 


RECITATIVE. 

He. The chearful ſpring begins to-day ; ; 

Ariſe, my fair one, come away 
RECITATIVE. 

Sys. Sweet muſic ſteals along the air - 

Hark !---- my beloved's voice I hear! 
AIX. 

HE. Ariſe, my fair, and. come away, 
The chear ful ſpring begins to-day : 
Bleak winter's. gone with all his train 
Of chilling froſis, and dropping rain. 
Amidſt the verdure of the mead | 
The primroſe lifts her velvet. head: 
The warbling birds, the woods among, 
Salute the ſeaſon with. a fong < 
The cooing turtle in the. gnoua 
Renews his tender tale of love : 


— — . — 
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The vines their infant tendrils boot. 
The fig-tree bends with early fruit : : 
All welcome in the genial ray : 
Ariſe, my fair, and come away / 
| CHORUS. 
All welcome in the genial ray, 
Ariſe, O fair one | come away l 
Sr 
Together let us range the fields, 
Impearled with the morning dew ; 
Or view the- fruits the vineyard yields, 
Or the apple's cluſt ring bough : 
There in cloſe-embower'd ſhades, 
Imperwious to the noon-tide ray, 
By tinkling rills, on roſy beds, 
We'll love the ſultry hours away. 
RECITATIVE. 
Hz. How lovely art thou to the fight, 
For pleafure form'd, and ſweet delight! 
Tall as the palm-tree is thy ſhape, 
Thy breaſts are like the cluſt ring grape. 
E e AIR. 
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A Sa n. 
Let me, love, thy bole aſcending, 
On the fwelling cluſters feed ; 
With my graſp the vine-tree bending, 
In my cliſe embrace ſpall bleed. 
Stay me with delicious kiſſes, 5 
From thy honey- dropping mouth ; 
Sweeter than the ſummer breezes, 
: Blowing from the genial ſouth. 
RECITATIVE. 
Sys. O that a ſiſter's ſpecious name 
Conceal'd from prying eyes my flame 
Uncenſur'd then I'd own my love, 
And chaſteſt virgins ſhould approve : 
Then fearleſs to my mother's bed 
My ſeeming brother would I lead : 
Soft tranſports ſhould the hours employ, 
And the deceit ſhould crown the joy. 
AIR. 
Soft! I adjure you, by the fawns, 
That bound acroſs the flow'ry lawns, 
Ye virgins, that ye lightly move, 
Mor with your whiſpers wake my love | 


RE CI. 
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RE CITATIVE. 
HE. My fair's a garden of delight, 
Enclos d, and hid from vulgar ſight; 
Where ftreams from bubbling fountains "—_ 
And roſes deck the verdant way. 
AIX. 
Softly ariſe, O ſouthern breeze ! 
And kindly fan the blooming trees ; 
Upon my ſpicy garden blow, 
That fweets from every part may flow. 
CHORUS, 
Ye ſouthern breezes gently blow, 
That ſweets from every part may flow. 


Ee 2 PART 
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PART III. 
8 AI R. 
He. Ariſe, my fair, the doors unfold, 
Receive me, ſhivering with the cold. 
RECITATIVE. 
Sys. My heart amidſt my ſlumbers wakes, 
And tells me my beloved ſpeaks. 
. WA Te: | 
He. Ariſe, my fair, the doors unfold, 
Receive me, ſhivering with the cold : . 
The chill-drops hang upon my head, 
And night's cold deus my cheeks oerſpread : 
Receive me, dropping, to thy breaft, 
And lull me in thy arms to reſt. 
RECTTETFEYE. 
Sur. Obedient to thy voice I hie: 
The willing doors wide open fly. 
XIX 
Ah 1 whither, whither art thou gone? 


Where is my lovely wand rer flown ? 
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Le blooming virgins, as you rove, 
If chance you meet my Araying love, 
T charge you tell him how I mourn, 
And pant, and die for his return. 
| CHORUS of Virgins. 
Who is thy love, O charming maid | 
That from thy arms ſo late has flray'd ? 
Say what diſtinguiſb d charms adorn, 
And finiſh out his radiant form ? 
AIR. 
SHE. On his face the vernal roſe, 
Blended with the lily glows ; 
His locks are as the raven black, 
In ringlets waving down his back : 
His eyes with milder beauties beam, 
Than billing doves beſide the ſtream ; 
| His youthful cheeks are beds of flow rs, 
Enripen d by refreſhing ſhow'rs; 
His lips are of the roſe's hue, 
Dropping with a fragrant dew ; 
Tall as the cedar he appears, 
And as erect his form be bears. 5 
N This, 
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This, O ye virgins, is the ſwain, 
M hoſe abſence cauſes all my pain. 
|  RECITATIVE. 


He. Sweet nymph, whom ruddier charms adorn, 
Than open with the roſy morn ; 


Fair as the moon's unclouded light, 
And as the ſun in ſplendor bright ; 
Thy beauties dazzle from a-far, 

Like glitt'ring arms that gild the war. 
RECITATIVE. 
SuE. O take me! ſtamp me on thy breaſt! 
Deep let the image be impreſt ! 
For love, like armed death, is ſtrong, 
Rudely he drags his ſlaves along: 
If once to jealouſy he turns, 
With never-dying rage he burns. 
_ 3 
Thou ſoft invader of the foul ] 
O love, who fball thy pow'r controul ! 
To quench thy fires whole rivers drain, 
Thy burning heat ſhall ſtill remain. 
In vain we trace the globe to try, 
Tf pow'rful gold thy joys can buy : 
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De treaſures of the world will prove 
Too poor a bribe to purchaſe love. 
CHORU& =; 
In vain we trace the globe to try, 
If pow'rful gold thy joys can buy : 
The treaſures of the world will prove 
Too poor à bribe to purchaſe love. 
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As it is Acted at the 


THEATRE-ROYAL 


IN 


DRURVY LANE. 


GRACE the DUCHESS 


O F 


B E D F OR D. 


MADAM, 

HE permiſſion your Gs act honours me with, of preſent- 

ing the FOUNDLING to your protection, is the higheſt 

gratification of my pride, and my beſt ſecurity for the indul- 

gence of the town. It is in writing, as in life: an intro- 
Fs: dufion 


THE DEDICATION. 


ducti on to the JP by a great name is a ſanftion, even where 
merit is wanting, and can adorn it, where it is. And though 


my pretenſions are inconfiderable, my fears are leſſened, while 
I can boaſt the Ducusss of BEDTORD for my patroneſs. 


T have no intention to alarm your GRAcs with the common 
flattery of dedications. The mind, that deſerves praiſe, is 
above receiving it. Your own conſciouſneſs, though in your hum- 


Bleft hours, will afford truer ſatisfa&ion, than the beſt written 
panegyric. But while your Gr act forbids me praiſe, I am 
at liberty to indulge my wiſhes for your happineſs and honour. 
In thoſe, I may be allowed to name the Doxs of BRDTORD 
with his DuchEss, and to rejoice with every Engliſhman, that 
the higheſt dignities are the reward of the higheſt merit. 


IF I deſcend to ſay a little of myſelf, I ſhall hope for 
your Gracr's pardon. This is my firſt attempt in dramatic 
poetry. Whether I deſerve the favour, the town has ſbeun 
me, is ſubmitted to your Gracr's candour, and the judgment 

of my readers. The diſapprobation, which the character of Fad- 
dle met with the firſt night, made it neceſſary for me to ſhorten 
it in almoſt every ſcene, where it was not immediately connected 
with the Fable. But though ſucceſs has attended the alteration, 
I have ventured to publiſh it in its original dreſs ; ſubmitting 
| it 


THErDEDLIGAT ION. 


it fill to your Grace. and the public, from whom I have no 
appeal to my own fartiality. But Iam detaining Jour GRrack { 
too long, and ſhall only add, that 1 am, ee | 


MADAM, 
Your Gract's 


Moft Obliged, and 


Moſt Obedient Servant, 


Epw. MooRk. 


PROLOGUE 
Written by HENRY BROOKE, wy 


Spoken by Mrs. PRIT HARD. 


. Wprattis'd in the drama;s artful page, 
And new to all the dangers of the flage, 
Where judgment fits to ſave, or damn his play, 
Our poet trembles for his firſt eſſay. 


He, like all authors, a conforming race | 
Mrites to the taſte, and genius of the place; 
Tntent to fix, and emulous to pleaſe 
The happy ſenſe of theſe politer days, 

He forms a model of a virtuous ſort, 

And gives you more of moral than of ſport : 
He rather aims to draw the melting figh, 

Or Haul the pitying taar from beauty's eye; 
To touch the ftrings, that humanize our kind, 
Man's ſweeteſt train, the muſic of the mind. 


Ladies, 


% 


PROLOGUE. 


Ladies, he bids me tell you, that from you, 

His firſt, his fav'rite character he drew; 

A young, a lovely, unexperienc'd maid, 

In honeſt truth, and innocence array d; 

Of fortune deſtitute, with wrongs oppreſs d, 
By fraud attempted, and by love diftreſs'd ; 
Yet guarded flill; and every ſuff ring paſt, 
Her virtue meets the ſure reward at laſt, 


From ſuch examples ball the ſex be taught, 
How virtue fixes whom their eyes have caught ; 
How honour beautifies the faireſt face, 
Improves the mein, and dignifies the grace. 


And hence the libertine, who builds a name 
On the baſe ruins of a woman's fame, 
Shall own, the beſt of human bleſſmgs lie 
In the chaſte honours of the nuptial tie ; 
There lives the home-felt ſweet, the near delight, 
There peace repoſes, and there joys unite ; 
And female virtue was by heav'n defign'd 
To charm, to poliſh, and to bleſs mankind. 


Dramatis Perſonx. 


Roſetta, 
Fidelia, 


* i x $ ; Ke >» 
N 
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Sir Roger Belmont, Mr. Yares, 
Sir Charles Raymond, Mr. BARRv. 
Young Belmont, Mr. Garrick, 
Colonel Raymond, Mr. Havany. 
Villiard, Mr. SpARRs. 
Faddle, Mr. MackLIx. 


WOMEN. 
Mrs. Wor PING TON. 
Mrs. CI B BER. 

SCENE, 


Sir Roger Belmont's houſe in LONDON. 


THE 


FOUNDLING. 


C OM E DJ. 


ACT II Sen 
An apartment in Sir ROGER BELMONT's houſe. 


Enter Young BELMONT, and Col. RavMonD, 


Bel. Y dear colonel, you are as unlettered in love as 
| M I am in war, What, a woman, a fine woman, 
a coquet, and my ſiſter and to be won by whining | 
Mercy on us | Pr a well-built fellow, with common ſenſe, 
ſhould take pains to unman himſelf, to tempt a warm 
girl of two- and- twenty to come to bed to him! I ſay again, 
and again, colonel, my ſiſter's a woman. 

Col. And the very individual woman that I want, Caries, 
G g Bel. 
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Bel. And of all women in the world, the leaſt fit for 
thee. An April day \is leſs changeable than her humour. 
She laughs behind her fan at what ſhe ſhould not under- 
ſtand ; calls humility, meanneſs, and bluſhing, the want 
of education. In all affairs with a man, ſhe goes by con- 
traries ; if you tell her a merry ſtory, ſhe ſighs; if a ſeri- 
ous one, ſhe laughs. For yes, ſhe ſays no, and for no, yes; 
and is miſtreſs of ſuch obedient features, that her looks are 
always ready to confirm what her tongue utters. 

Col. Fine painting, upon my word, and no flattery | 

Bel. This is the lady. Now for the lover. A fellow, 
made up of credulity and ſuſpicion ; believing where he 
ſhould doubt, and doubting where he ſhould believe ; jea- 
lous without cauſe, and ſatisfied without proof: a great 
boy, that has loſt his way; and blubbering through every 
road, but the right, to find his home again; ha! ha! ha! 

Col. Mighty florid, indeed, Sir | | 

Bel. Come, come, colonel; love, that can exalt the brute 
to the man, has ſet you upon all-fours. Women are in- 
deed delicious creatures | but not what you think them. 
The firſt wiſh of every mother's daughter is power ; the 
ſecond, miſchief. The way to her heart is by indifference, 
or abuſe : for whoever owns her beauty, will feel her ty- 
ranny ; but if he calls her ugly, or a fool, ſhe'll ſet her 
cap at him, and take pains for his good opinion, 

Col. And ſo, ſubmiſſion and flattery are out of your 
ſyſtem? 

Bel. For ſubmiſſion and flattery, I ſubſtitute impudence 
and contradiction. Theſe two, well managed, my dear, 
will do more with beauty in an hour, than fine ſpeeches in 
a year. Your fine woman expects adoration; and receives 
it as common incenſe, which every fool offers. While the 

rude 
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rude ſellow, who tells her truth, claims all her attention. 
Difficulty endears conqueſt? To Him only the appears what 
ſhe ſhould be to all ; and while ſhe labours with her natural 
charms to ſecure Him, ſhe's loſt herſelf. 

Col. Why, faith, Charles, there may be ſome muſic in 
| theſe wild notes; but I am ſo far gone in the old ballad, 
that I can ſing no other words to any tune. | 

Bel. Hal hal- Thou poor, mournful nightingale in a 
cage, ſing on then; and I'll whiſtle an upper part with thee, 
to give a little lite to the meaſure. - 

Col. That will be kind; for heaven knows, I have need 
of aſſiſtance. Prithee tell me; doſt think Roſetta wants 
underſtanding ? 5 5 | 

Bel. N o, faith, I think not. 

Col. Good-humour ? 

Bel. Hum! She's generally pleaſed. 
Col. What then can reconcile her behaviour to Me, an 
her fondneſs for ſuch a reptile as Faddle ? A fellow, made up 
of knavery and noiſe ; with ſcandal for wit, and impudence 
for raillery; and ſo needy | that the very devil might buy 
him for a ſingle guinea. I fay, Charles, what can tempt 

her even to an acquaintance with this fellow ? 

Bel. Why, the very underſtanding and good-humour, 
you ſpeak of. A woman's underſtanding is deſign, and her 
good-humour -- miſchief. Her advances to one fool are 
made only to teize another - -- 

Col. Sir, your moſt humble ſervant. 

Bel. And her good-humour is kept alive by the ſucceſs 
of her plots. 

Col. But why fo conſtant to her fool? 

Bel. Becauſe her fool's the fitteſt for her purpoſe. He 
has more tricks than her monkey, more prate than her par- 

Gg 2 | rot, 
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rot, more ſervility than her lap-dog, more lies than her 
woman, and more wit than her---colonel. And, faith, all 
theſe things conſidered, I can't blame my faſter for her con- 
ſtancy. | 

| Cl Thou art a wild fellow, and in earneſt about 
nothing but thy own pleaſures ; and fo we'll change the 
ſubject. What ſays Fidelia? 

Bel. Why there now |--- That a man can't inſtruct an- 
other, but he muſt be told, by way of thanks, how much 
he ſtands in need of aſſiſtance himſelf ! 

Col. Any new difhculties ? 

Bel. Mountains, colonel, a few mountains in my way. 
But if I want faith to remove them, I hope I ſhall have 
ſtrength to climb them; and that will do my buſineſs. 
Col. She's a woman, Charles! 

Bel. By her outſide one would gueſs ſo; but look a little 
farther, and, except the ſtubbornneſs of her temper, ſhe has 
nothing feminine about her. She has wit without pert- 
neſs, beauty without conſciouſneſs, pride without inſolence, 
and defire without wantonneſs. In ſhort, ſhe has every 
thing--- | 

2 That you would wiſh to ruin in her. Why, what 
a devil are you, Charles, to ſpeak ſo feelingly of virtues, 
which you only admire to deſtroy |! 

Bel. A very pretty comforter, truly | 

Col. Come, come, Charles, if ſhe is as well born as you 
pretend, what hinders you from cheriſhing theſe qualities 
in a wife, which you would ruin in a miſtreſs? Marry her, 
marry her, 1 

Bel. And hang myſelf in her garters next morning, to 
give her virtues the reward of widowhood | Faith, I muſt 
read Pamela twice over firſt, But ſuppoſe her not born as 


I pretend ; 
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1 n but the outcaſt of a beggar, and obliged to 
chance for's little dueatiun 

Col. Why, then her mind is dignified by ber obſcurity ; ; 
and you will have the merit of raiſing her to a rank, which 
ſhe was meant to adorn. And where's the mighty matter 
in all this ? You want no addition to your fortune, and have 
only to ſacrifice a little unneceſſary pride, to neceſſary hap- 

ineſs. 
, Bel. Very | heroical, upon my word |---And lo. my 
dear colonel, one way, or other, I muſt be married, it 
ſeems! 

Cal. If Fidelia can be honeſt, my life on't, you are of 
my mind within this fortnight. But prithee, ſince I am 
not to believe your former account of her, who is this de- 
licious girl, that muſt and will get the better of your pride? 

Bel. A ſiſter of the graces, without mortal father, or 
mother. She dro pt from the clouds in her cradle, was 
lulled by the winds, chriſtened by the rains, foſtered by a 
hag, ſold for a whore, ſentenced to a rape, and reſcued by a 
rogue - to be raviſhed by her own conſent. There's myſ- 
tery and hieroglyphic for you ! and every ſyllable, my dear, 
a truth beyond apochrypha ! 

Col. And what am 1. to e by all this? 

Bel. Faith, juſt as much as your .underſtanding 
carry. A man in love is not to be truſted with a ade 

Col. And pray, moſt diſcreet Sir, 1s Roſetta nn 
with her real hiſtory? 6 | 

Bel. Not a a "= She has been amuſed like you, 
and ſtill believes her to be the fiſter of a dead friend of mine 
at college, bequeathed to my guardianſhip. But the devil 
I find owes me a grudge for former virtues: for this ſiſter 
of mine, who doats upon Fidelia, and believes erery thing 

ave 
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I have told her of her family and fortune, has very fairly 
turned the tables upon me. She talks of equality of birth, 
forſooth; of virtue, prudence and good ſenſe; and bids 
me bleſs my ſtars for throwing in my way the only woman 
in the world, that has good qualities enough to reclaim 
my bad ones; and make me, what ſhe ſays every man 
- ought to bea good huſband ! 

Col. Was ever poor, innocent fellow in ſuch diſtreſs | 
But what ſays the old gentleman, your father? 

Bel. Why, faith, the certainty of a little money would 
ſet Him at work the fame way. But I'Il have one trial of 
{kill with them yet. As I brought her in by one lie, I'll 
take her out by another--- I'll ſwear ſhe's a whore, that I 
may get-an opportunity to make her one. 

Col. Moſt religiouſly reſolved, upon my word! 

Bel. Between you and me, — has not your old 
gentleman, Sir Charles, a liquoriſh look-out for Fidelia 
himſelf? 

Col. No, upon my honour. I believe his aſſiduities 

there, are more to prevent the deſigns of another, than to 
forward any of his own, 
Bel. As who ſhould fay, becauſe I have no teeth for a 
cruſt, I'll muzzle the young dog that has. A pox of 
every thing that's old, but a woman: for tis but varying 
her vocation a little, and you make her as uſeful at fifty- 
five, as fifteen. But what ſay you to a little chat with the 
girls this morning ? I believe we ſhall find them in the 
next room. 

Col. Not immediately; I have an appointment at 
White's. 

Bel. For half an hour, I am your man there too. Dye 
return ſo ſoon ? 


Col. 
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Col. Sooner, if you will. | | 

Bel. With all my heart. Allons. ¶Exeunt. 
SCENE II. Another apartment. 


Enter RostTTA and FID ELIA, meeting. 


Roſet. O, my dear! I was juſt coming to ſee if you 
were dreſſed. You look as if you had pleaſant dreams laſt 
night. | | | 

Fid. Whatever my dreams were, they can't diſturb the 
morning's happineſs, of meeting my dear Roſetta ſo gay 
and charming, | 

Roſet. My ſweet creature | But what were your dreams? 

Fid. O, nothing. A confution of gay caſtles, built by 
hope, and thrown down by diſappointment. 

Roſet. O barbarous | Well, tor my part, I never built a 
caſtle in my ſleep, that would not laſt till dooms-day. Give 
me a dream, and I am miſtreſs of the creation. I can do 
what I will with every man in it. And power, power | 
my dear, ſleeping or waking, is a charming thing! 

Fid. Now, in my opinion, a woman has no buſineſs with 

wer. Power admits no equal, and diſmiſſes friendſhip 
tor flattery. Beſides, it keeps the men at a diſtance ; and 
that is not always what we wiſh. | 

Roſet. But then, my dear, they'll come when we call 
them, and do what we bid them, and go when we ſend 
them. There's ſomething pretty in that, ſure. And for 
flattery, take my word for't, tis the higheſt proof of a 
man's eſteem, *Tis only allowing one what one has not, 
becauſe the fellow admires what one has. And ſhe, that 
can keep that, need not be afraid of believing ſhe has more. 


Fid. 
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Fid. Ay, if ſhe can keep that.--But the danger is, in 
giving up the ſubſtance for the ſhadow. Come come, my 
dear, we are weak by nature; and 'tis but knowing that 
we are ſo, to be always upon our guard. Fear may make 
a woman ſtrong; but confidence undoes her. 

Roſet. Ha! hal- How different circumſtances direct 
different opinions | You are in love with a rake of a fellow, 
who makes You afraid of yourſelf; and I hold in chains a 
mighty colonel, who's afraid of Me. And ſo, my dear, we 
both go upon right principles :-- Your weakneſs keeps 
You upon your guard, and My power leaves Me without 
danger. 

Hud. And yet you muſt forgive me, if I tell you, that 
you love this colonel. 

Roſet. Who told you ſo, my dear creature? | 

Fid. I know it by the pains you take to vex him. Be- 
fides, I have ſeen you look as if you did. 

Ro/et. Look, child! Why, don't I look like other people? 
Fid. Ay, like other people in love. Oh, my dear, I 
have ſeen juſt ſuch looks in the glaſs, when my heart has 
beat at my very lips. 
Reſet. Thou art the moſt provoking creature! 

Fid. You muſt pardon me, Roſetta ; I have a heart but 
little inclined to gaiety; - and am rather wondering, that 
when happineſs is in a woman's power, ſhe ſhould neglect 
it for trifles ; or how it ſhould ever enter her thoughts, that 
the rigour of a miſtreſs can endear the ſubmiſſion of a wife. 

Roſet. As certain, my dear, as the repentance of a ſin- 
ner out-weighs in opinion the life of a ſaint. But, to come 
to ſerious confeſſion, I have, beſides a woman's inclination 
to miſchief, another reaſon for keeping oft a little: I am 


afraid of being thought mercenary. | 
| Fid. 
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Fid. Hey day | Why, are not you his equal every way ? 

Roſet. That's not it. I have told you, that before his 
father's return from exile—You know his unhappy attach- 
ments to a ſucceſsleſs party---This colonel (brought up in 
our family, and favoured by Sir Roger and my brother) 
laid violent ſiege to me for a whole year. Now, though I 
own I never diſliked him; in all that time, either through 
pride, folly, or a little miſchief, I never gave him the leaſt « 
hint, by which he could gueſs at my inclinations. 

Fid Right womar, upon my word |! 

Roſet. Dis now about three months, - ſince the king in 
his goodneſs recalled Sir Charles ; and, by reſtoring the 
hw made the colonel heir to a fortune, more than equal 
to my expectations. And now, to confeſs all, the airs that 
folly gave me before, reaſon bids inc continue : for to ſur- 
render my heart at once to this new-made commander, 
would look as if the poor colonel had wanted a bribe for 
the governor. Beſides, he has affronted my pride, in dar- 
ing to imagine I could deſcend ſo low, as to be fond of that 
creature, Faddle: a fellow, formed only to make one laugh; 
a cordial for the ſpleen, to be bought by every body; and 
juſt as neceſſary in a family as a monkey. For which inſo- 
lence, I muſt and will be revenged. 

Fid. Well, I confeſs this looks a little like reh. But 
are you Gave, all this while, the colonel, in deſpair, won't 
raiſe the ſiege, and draw off his forces to another place? 

Roſet. Pihah | I have a better opinion of the men, child. 
Do but ply them with il|-uſfge, and they are the gentleſt : 
creatures in the world. Like other beaſts of- prey, you 
muſt tame them by hunger; but if once you feed them high, 


they are apt to run wild, and forget their keepers, 
H h | 


Fid. 
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Fid. And are all men ſo, Roſetta ? 

 Rofet. By the gravity of that queſtion, I'll be whipt now, 
if you don't expect me to ſay ſomething civil of my brother. 
Take care of him, Fidelia; for hunger can't tame him, 
nor fullneſs make him wilder. To leave you to his guar- 
dianſhip, was ſetting the fox to keep the chicken. 
Fi. Wild as he is, my heart can never beat to another. 

And then I have obligations, that would amaze you. 

Roſet. Obligations! Let me die, if I would not marry 
my colonel's papa, and put it out of his power to oblige, 
or difoblige me. 

Fid. Still you will banter me with Sir Charles ; upon my 
life, he has no more deſigns upon me than You have. 1 
know no reaſon for his friendſhip, but his general humanity, 
or perhaps the particularity of my circumſtances. 

Roſet. Why, as you ſay, youth and beauty are particular 

circumſtances to move humanity---Ha | ha! ha l- -O, my 
dear, time's a great tell-tale, and will diſcover all. W hat 
a ſweet mamma ſhall I have, when I marry the colonel ! 


SCENE III. 


Enter Young BELMonT, and the Colox RL. 


Bel. When you marry the colonel, ſiſter -A match, 
a match, child | Here he is, juſt in the nick ; and, faith, 
as men go, very excellent ſtuff for a huſband. 
Col. Thoſe were lucky words, madam. 
Roſet. Perhaps not ſo lucky, if you knew all, Sir. Now, 
or never, for a little lying, Fidelia, if you lore me. 
1 to _ 
Fi 


* 
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Fid. I'll warrant you, my dear. You muſt know, Sir, 
(:0 Belmont) that your ſiſter has taken it into her head, that 
the colonel's father is my lover. | 

Roſet. What is ſhe going to ſay now? [ Afde. 

Fid. And as ſhe looks upon herſelf to be as good as mar- 

ried to the colonel---- 

Rofet. Who I 1---I |--- | 

Fid. She has been ſettling ſome family affairs with her 


new mamma here: and upon my word, ſhe's a ſweet con- 


triver. 


Roſet. And you think I won't be even with you for my 
Fidelia ? 

Bel. Siſter ! 

Col. And was it ſo, madam? And may I FORO 

Roſet. Was it ſo, madam ? and may I hope? (mocking 
him) No, Sir, it was not ſo; and you may not hope. Do 
you call this wit, Fidelia ? 

Fid. My Fay creature, you muſt allow me to laugh a 
little-— Ha! ha! ha! 

| Refer. Tis mighty well, madam--- Oh for a little devil 
at my elbow now, to help out invention [ Aſide. 

Bel. Hal ha! ha! Won't it come, ſiſter? 

Roſet. As ſoon as your manners, brother. You and your 
grave friend there, have been genteelly employed indeed, 
in liſtening at the door of a lady's chamber; and then, be- 
cauſe you heard nothing for your purpoſe, to turn my words 
to a meaning, I ſhould hate myſelf for dreaming of. 

Bel. Why, indeed, child, we might have perplexed you a 
little, if Fidelia had not ſo artfully brought you . 

Reſet. Greatly obliged to her, really | _ 
© =, alking in di ;forder. 
H h 2 \ Col. 
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Col. I never knew till now, Roſetta, that I could find 
a pleaſure in your uneaſineſs. 

Roſet. And you think, Sir, that I ſhall eaſily forgive this 
inſolence? But you may be miſtaken, Sir. 

Bel. Poor thing, how it pants | Come, it ſhall have a 
huſband !---We muſt about it rn colonel, for 
ſhe's all over in a flame. 

Roſet. You grow impertinent, brother. Is there no re- 
lief? | [ Afide. 

Bel. Shall I lift up the ſaſh for a little air, child! ? 

Enter SERVANT. © 
 Rofet. So, John! have you delivered the cards, J gave 
ou ? | 
: Serv. Yes, madam : and Mr. Faddle deſires his compli- 
ments to your ladyſhip, and madam Fidelia. 

Roſet. Mr. Faddle, John | where did you ſee him? 

Serv. He met me in the ftreet, madam, and made me 
ſtep into a coffee-houſe with him, *till he wrote this, 
madam. Delivers à letter, and exit. 

| Reſet. O, the kind creature! Here's a letter from Mr. Fad- 
dle, Fidelia l- Fortune I thank thee for this little reſpite. 

Aide, and reading the letter. 

Col. Does ſhe ſuffer the fool to write to her too? 

Fid. What, pining, colonel, in the midſt of victory? 

Col. To receive his letters [---I ſhall run mad. 

Bel. Sol- Away prop, and down ſcattold--- All s over, 
1 

Reſet. O, Fidelia you ſhall hear it. You ſhall all hear 
it. And there's ſomething in't about the colonel too. 

Col. About me, madam? [ Peeviſbly. 

Roſet. Nay, colonel, 1 am not at all angry now. Me- 
thinks this letter has made me quite another creature. To 


be 
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be ſure Mr. Faddle has the moſt gallant way of writing! 
But his © own words will ſpeak beſt for him. 


[ Reads. | 
%% Dear Creature, 
2 INCE I ſaw you yeſterday, time has hung upon me 
like a winter in the country; and unleſs you appear at 
** rehearſal of the new opera this morning, my ſun will be 
e in total eclipſe for two hours. Lady Fanny made us laugh 
ce laſt night, at what's my thought like, by comparing your 
“ colonel to a great box o the ear: becauſe it was very rude, 
« ſhe ſaid, and what no body cared for. I have a thouſand 
“things to ſay; but the clamour of a coffee-houſe is an in- 
* terruption to the ſentiments f love and veneration, with 
% which I am 
4 ada 


cc 


moſt 1 yours, 


* WIIL. FapplE.“' 
Is not it very bal colonel ? 

Col. Extremely, madam ! Only a little out as to the box 
o' the ear: for you ſhall ſee him take it, madam, as careleſs- 
ly as a pinch of ſnuff, 

Roſet. Fie, colonel | you would not quarrel before a 
lady, I hope. Fidelia, you muſt oblige me with your com- 
pany to rehearſal: I'll go put on my capuchin, and ſtep 
into the coach, this moment. 

Fid. I am no friend to public places; but I'll attend you, 
madam, 

Roſet. You'll come, colonel ? 

Col. To be ſure, madam. 

Bel. Siſter | Oh, you're a good creature 


[Exit Roſetta, laughing a feed, 9. 
7 
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Fid. Shall we have Your company, Sir? [To Bel. 
Bel. We could find a way to employ time better, child. 
But Iam your ſhadow, and muſt move with you every where. 


Exit Fidelia. 
Hal hal hal- How like a beaten general do'ſt thou look 
now | while the enemy is upon the march, to proclaim 


Te Deum for a compleat victory 
Col. Jam but a man, Charles, and find myſelf no match 


for the devil and a woman. 
Bel. Courage, boy | and the fleſh 1 the devil may be 


ſubdu'd--- Ha! ha ! ha 1---Such a colonel ! [ Exit. 
Col. Why, this it is to be in love |--- Well l- Let me 


but flip my leading-ſtrings ! and if ever I am a woman's 
baby again - 


To cheat our wiſhes nature meant the ſex, 


And form d them, leſs to pleaſe us, than perplex. 
[ Exit. 


ACT 


ACT II. Scene continues. 


Enter Sir RooꝝR BeLMonT, and Sir CHaRLEs RAVLMOND. 


Sir No. 


pamper his gluttony ? 


Sir Char. Be under no apprehenſion, Sir Roger; Mr. Bel- 


mont's exceſſes are mitigated by the levity of youth, and a 
too early indulgence. In his moments of thinking I know 
him generous and noble : and for Fidelia, I think, I can 


be anſwerable for Her conduct, both in regard to what ſhe 


owes herſelf, and you. 


Sir Ro. Why, look you, Sir Charles, the girl's a ſweet 


girl, and a good girl; and beauty's a fine thing, and vir- 


tue's a fine thing; but as for marriage |---why---a man 


may buy fine things too dear, A little money, Sir Charles, 
would ſet off her beauty, and find her virtue employment. 

But the young * does not ſay a word of that, of 
late. 

Sir Char. Nor of marriage, I am ſure, His love of li- 
berty will prevent your fears one way, and, I hope, Fi- 
delia's honour, another. 

Sir Ro. Muſt not have her ruined though! 

Sir Cha. Fear it not, Sir Roger. And when next you 
ſee your ſon, be a little particular in your enquiries about 
her family and circumſtances. If ſhe is what her behaviour 
ſpeaks her, and he pretends, a lady of birth and fortune, 
Gere are unneceffary, If he declines an explanation, look 


upon 


Voracious young dog! muſt I feed ortolans to 


240 The FOUNDLING, 


upon the whole as a contrivance, to cover purpoſes, which 
we mult guard againſt. : 

Sir Ro. Why you don't think the rogue has had her, 
hah, Sir Charles? | 

Sir Char. No, upon my honour. I hold her innocence ' 
to be without ſtain. But to deal freely with my friend, I 
look upon her ſtory as ſtrange and improbable. An orphan, 
of beauty, family and fortune, committed by a dying bro- 
ther to the ſole care of a licentious young fellow !---You 
mult pardon me, Sir Roger. | 

Sir Ro. Pray go on, Sir. 

Sir Char. Brought in at midnight too !---And: then a 
young creature, {o educated, and fo irreſiſtibly amiable, to 
be in all appearance, without alliance, friend, or acquaint- 
ance in the wide world! A link torn from the general 
chain ! --- I fay, Sir Roger, this is ſtrange. 

Sir Ro. By my troth, and fo it is! 

Sir Char. I know not why I am ſo intereſted in this 
lady's concerns; but yeſterday, I indulged my curioſity with 
her, perhaps, beyond the bounds of good-manners ; I gave 
a looſe to my ſuſpicion, and added oaths of ſecreſy to my 
enquiries. But her anſwers only ſerved to multiply my 
doubts : and {till as I perſiſted, I ſaw her cheeks covered 
with bluſhes, and her eyes ſwimming in tears. But, my lite 
upon't, they were the bluſhes, and the tears of innocence | 

Sir Ro. We muſt, and will be ſatisfied, Sir Charles. 

Sir Char. For who knows, while we are delaying, but 
that ſome unhappy mother, - perhaps of rank too, may be 
wringing her hands in bitterneſs of miſery for this loſt 
daughter ? Girls, who have kept their virtue, Sir Roger, 
have done mad things for a man they love. 


Sir Ro. And fo indeed they have. I remember, when I 
was 
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was a young fellow myſelf---But is not that my Charles 
coming through the hall yonder ? 

Sir Char. Ay, Sir Roger. Attack him now. But let 
your enquiries have more the ſhew of accidental chat than 
deſign; for too much earneſtneſs may beget ſuſpicion. 
And lo, Sir, I leave you to your diſcretion, Exit. 

Sir Ro. You ſhall ſee me again before dinner---A pox 
of theſe young, rakehelly rogues! A girl's worth twenty of 
them if one could but manage her. 


SCENE I. 
Enter Young BERLMO NT, repeating. 


Bel. Mo warning of th approaching flame, 
 Swiftly, like ſudden death, it came; 
Like mariners, by light ning kill d, 
I burnt the moment----- 
my dear Sir, I have not ſeen you to-day before E 
Sir Ro. What, ſtudying poetry, boy, to help out the 


year's allowance! 
Bel. Faith, Sir, times are hard; and unleſs you come 


down with a freſh hundred now and then, I may go near 
to diſgrace your family, and turn poet. 

Sir Ro. And fo want friends all thy life after !---But 
now we talk of money, Charles, what art thou doing with 
Fidelia's money ? I am thinking, that a round ſum thrown 
into the ſtocks now, might turn to pretty tolerable account. 

Bel. The ſtocks, Sir ? | 

Sir Ro. Ay, boy. My broker will be here after dinner, 
and he ſhall have a little chat with thee, about laying out 


a few of her thouſands. © 
121 Bel. 
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Bel. J hope he'll tell us where we ſhall get theſe thou- 
ſands. Alide. 

Sir Ro. Thou doſt not 1 me, Charles; art dumb, 
boy? 

Bel Why, to be ſure, Sir, as to that F idelia---I can't 
ſay, but that ſhe may--- However, that is, you know, Sir, 
—If as to poſlibility —Will your broker be here after 
dinner, Sir? 

Sir Ro. Take a little time, Charles; for at mln, thou 
doſt not make thyſelf ſo clearly underſtood. 

Bel. Quite right, to be ſure, Sir — Nothing could, be- 
yond all doubt, be more judicious, or more advantageous 
— Her intereſt, Sir — why, as to that --- a pretty fortune | 
— but — did you know her brother, Sir? 

Sir Ro. Who I, child? No. 

Bel. Faith, nor I neither. (Afde.) Not know 1 Sir ? 
The rogue would have made you laugh. - Did I never read 
you any of his epigrams? But then he had fuch an itch for 
play ! Why, he would ſet you a whole fortune at a caſt. And 
ſuch a mimic too! but no economy in the world, It 
coſt him a cool fix thouſand, to ſtand for member once. 
O, I could tell you ſuch ſtories of that election, Sir - - - 

Sir Ro. Prithee, what borough did he ſtand for? 

Bel. Lord, Sir | he was flung all to nothing - - -My lord 
what-d'ye-cali-um's ſon carried it fifteen to one, at half the 
expence. In ſhort Sir, by his extravagance, affairs are ſo 
perplexde, ſo very intricate, that upon my word, Sir, I de- 
clare it, I don't know what to think of them. A pox of 
theſe queſtions. (Aſide.) | 

Sir Ro. But ſhe has friends and relations, Charles! I fancy, 
if I knew who They were, ſomething might be done. 

Bel. Yes, yes, Sir, ſhe bas friends, and relations---I ſee, 


Sir, 


3 
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Sir, you know nothing of her affairs. Such a ſtring of them |! 
The only wiſe thing her brother ever did, was making Me 
her guardian, to take her out of the reach of thoſe wretches. 
I ſhall never forget his laſt words. Whatever you do, my 
dear Charles, ſays he, taking me by the hand, keep that 
girl from her relations. Why, 1 would not for a thouſand 
pounds, Sir, that any of them ſhould know where ſhe is. 

Sir Ro, Why, we have been a little cautious, Charles. 
But where does the eſtate lie? 

Bel. Lord, Sir! an eſtate and no eſtate; I wonder a 
man of your knowledge would aſk the queſtion. An earth- 
quake may ſwallow it, for any thing I care. 

Fes Ro. But where does it lie, Charles? In what county, 
I fay ? | | 

Bel And then there's the fix thouſand pounds, that her 
father left her ---- 

Sir Ro. What, that gone too, Charles? 

Bel. Juſt as good, I believe. Every ſhilling on't in a 
lawyer's hands. 

Sir Ro. But ſhe is not afraid to ſee Him too, Charles? 
Where does He live? | 

Bel. Live, Sir! Do you think ſuch a fellow ought to 
live? Why, he has trumped up a contract of marriage with 
this girl, Sir, under the penalty of her whole fortune, 


There's a piece of work for you! 


Sir Ro. But has he no name, Charles? What is he called, 


I ſay? 

Bel. You can't call him by any name, that's too bad for 
him---But if I don't draw his gown over his ears---why, ſay 
I am a bad guardian, Sir---that's all. 

Sir Ro. If this ſhould be apocryphal now? 

Bel. Sir? | 
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Sir Ro. A fetch! a fib, Charles | to conceal ſome honeſt 

man's daughter, that you have ſtolen, child ! 
Bel. And brought into a ſober family, to have the en- 
tire poſſeſſion of, without lett, or moleſtation ? Why, what 
a deal of money have You laviſhed away, Sir, upon the 
education of a fool? 

Sir Ro. There is but that one circumſtance to bring thee 
off. For to be ſure, her affairs might have been as well 
ſettled in private lodgings. And beſides, Charles, a world 
of troubleſome queſtions, and lying anſwers might have 
been ſaved. But take care, boy ; for I may be in the ſe- 
cret before thou art aware ont. A great rogue, Charles 

| Exit, 

Bel. So! The mine's ſprung, I ſee; and Fidelia 105 be- 
trayed me. And yet, upon cooler thoughts, ſhe durſt not 
break her word with me: for though ſhe's a woman, the 
devil has no part in her. Now will I be hanged, if my 
loving fiſter is not at the bottom of all this. But if I don't 
out- plot her — Let me ſee!---Ay---Faddle ſhall be called 
in. The fool loves miſchief like an old maid; and will 
out-lie an attorney. 


8 C E N E III. 
Enter RosETTA. 


Roſet. What, muſing, brother! Now would I fain know, 
which of all the virtues has been the ſubject of your con- 
templations? 

Bel. Patience, patience, child : for he that has connec- 
tion with a woman, let her be wife, miſtreſs, or taſter, 
muſt have patience. 

Roſet. The moſt uſeful virtue in the world, 0 1— 
and Fidelia ſhall be your tutoreſs. I'II hold ſix to four, 


that 
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that ſhe leads you into the practice on't with more dex- © 
terity, than the beſt philoſopher in England. She ſhall 
teach it, and yet keep the heart without hope, brother. 
Bel. Why that's a contrary method to yours, fiſter ; for 
you give hope, where you mean to try patience moſt ; and 
I take it, that you are the abler miſtreſs in the art Why, 
every coxcomb in town has been your ſcholar, child. 

Rgſet. Not to learn patience ; there's your miſtake now: 
for-it has been my conſtant practice, to put my ſcholars 
out of all patience What are you thinking of, brother? 

Bel. Why, I was thinking, child, that 'twould be a 
queſtion to puzzle a conjurer, what a coquet was made for? 

Roſet. Am 1 one, brother? | 

Bel. O, fie, faſter! | 

Rojet. Lord! I, that am no conjurer, can tell you that. 
A coquet! — Ohl — Why, a coquet is a fort of beautiful 
deſſert in wax-work, that tempts the glutton to an enter- 
tainment, merely to baulk and diſappoint his irregular 
appetite. And will any one tell me, that nature had no 
hand in the making a coquet, when ſhe anſwers ſuch wiſe 
and neceſlary purpoſes? Now, pray Sir, tell me what a 
rake was made for ? 

Bel. Am I one, ſiſter? ; 

| Roſet. O, fie, brother! 

Bel. Nay, child, if a coquet be ſo uſeful in the ſyſtem 
of morals, a rake muſt be the moſt hofrid thing in na- 
ture. He was born for her deſtruction. She loſes her be- 
ing at the very fight of him; and drops plum into his 
arms, like a charmed bird into the mouth of a rattle-ſnake, 

Roſet. Bleſs us all! What a mercy it is that we are bro- 
ther and fiſter | 


Bel. Be thankful for't night and morning upon your knees, 
: hufly ; 
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huſſy; for I ſhould certainly have been the ruin of you. 
But come, Roſetta : 'tis allow'd then, that we are rake and 


.._ coquet:: and now, do you know, that the eſſential difference 


between us lies only in two * and breeches ? 
Rofet. Ay, make that out, and you'll do ſomething. 

Bel. Pleaſure, child, is the buſineſs of both: and the 
{ame principles, that make Me a rake, would make You--- 
no better than you ſhould be, were it not for that tax upon 
the petticoat, called ſcandal. Your wiſhes are reſtrained by 
fear ; mine, authoriſed by cuſtom ; and while you are forced 
to fit down viith the ſtarved comfort of making men fools, 
I am upon the wing to make girls---women, child. 

Roſet. Now, as I hope to be married, I would not be a 
rake for the whole world - --unleſs I were a man; and then 
I do verily believe, I ſhould turn out juſt ſuch another, 

Bel. That's my dear fiſter | Give me your hand, child. 
Why now thou art the honeſteſt girl in St. James's pariſh ; 
and [I'll truſt thee for the future with all my ſecrets- -I am 
going to Fidelia, child, | 

Roſet. What a pity tis, brother, that ſhe is not ſuch a 
coquet as I am? | 

Bel. Not fo neither, my ſweet ſiſter; for, faith, the con- 
queſt would be too eaſy to keep a man conſtant. 

Roſet. Civil creature ! 

Bel. But here comes the colonel --- Now to our ſeveral 
vocations: You to fooling, and I to buſineſs. At dinner 
we'll meet, and compare notes, child. | 

Rgſet. For a pot of coffee, I ſucceed beſt. 9 

Bel. Faith, I'm afraid ſo. [ Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VV. 
Enter the Coroner. 


Col. To meet you alone, madam, is a happineſs - - - 

Roſet. Pray, colonel, are you a rake? Methinks I would 
fain have you a rake. 

Col. Why fo, madam? 'Tis a character I never was 
fond of. 


Roſet. Becauſe I am tired of being a coquet ; and my 


brother ſays, that a rake can transform one, in the flirt of 


a fan. 


Col. J would be * thing, madam, to be better in your 
opinion. 


Roſet. If you were a rake now, what would you ſay to 
me? 
Col. Nothing, madam I would --- 
¶ Sratches her hand, and kiſſes it. 


Roſet. Bleſs me |! is the man mad? I only aſked what you 
would fay to me ? 


Col. I — ſay, madam, that you are my life, my ſoul, 
my angel | That all my hopes of happineſs are built upon 


your kindneſs | 
Roſet. Very well! Keep it up! 


Col. That your ſmiles are brighter than virtue, and your 
chains ſweeter than liberty |! 


Roſet. Upon my word | 


Col. O, Roſetta ! how can you trifle ſo with a heart tink 
loves you ? 


Noſet. Very well! Pathetic too | 
Col. Nay, nay, this is carrying the jeſt too far. If you 
| | knew 


. T et II >= [om ye Iams 


248 The FOUNDLING, 


knew the ſituation of my mind, you would not torture me 
thus. 
Refer. Situation of the mind | Very geographical | Go on. 

Col. Pihah | This is not in your nature. 

Roſet. Suſpicion | Pretty enough |! 

Col. You know I have not deſerved this. 

Roſet. Anger too! Go on. 

Col. No, madam ; Faddle can FRAY you this way at an 
eaſter price. 

Roſet. And jealouſy ! All the viciſſitudes of love | Incom- 
parable |! 

Col. You will force me to tell you, madam, that I can 
bear to be your jeſt no longer. 

Roſet, Or thus - - - 

Am I the jeſt of her I love ? 
Forbid it all the gods above 

It may be rendered either way ; but I am for the rhyme, 
I love poetry vaſtly. Don't you love poetry, colonel ? 

Col. This 1s I. all patience, madam. 

Roher. Bleſs me] Why, you have not been in earneſt, 
colonel ? Lord! lord] how a filly woman may be miſtaken l 

Col. Shall I aſk you one ſerious queſtion, madam ? 

Reſet. Why, I find myſelf ſomewhat whimſical this 
morning; and 1 don't care if I do take a little ſtuff: but 
don't let it be bitter. 

Col. Am I to be your fool always, madam, or, like other 
fools, to be made a huſband of, when my time's out ? 

Reſet. Lord, you men- creatures do aſk the ſtrangeſt queſ- 
tions | Why, how can 1 poſſibly ſay now, what I ſhall do 
ten years hence ? 


Col. I am anſwered, madam. [1Yalking in . 


Enter 


A COMEDY. 249 


Enter SERVANT. 


Serv. Mr. Faddle, madam. [ Exit. 


SCENE V. 


Enter FA DDL E. 


Fad. O, my dear, ſoft angel |--And the colonel, by all 
that's ſcarlet | Now pox catch me, if nature ever formed fo 
compleat a couple ſince the firſt pair in paradiſe. 


Roſet. *Tis well you are come, Faddle. Give me ſome- 


thing to laugh at, or I ſhall die with the ſpleen. 


Col. Ay, Sir, make the lady laugh this moment, or I ſhall 
break your bones, raſcal. 

Fad. Lord, colonel l- What | - - What -- Hah !-- 

Col. Make her laugh this inſtant, I ſay, or I'll make you 
cry. Not make her laugh when ſhe bids you | Why, farrah! 
I have made her laugh this half-hour without bidding. 

Roſet. Ha! ha! ha! 

Fad. Why there, there, there, colonel! ſhe does, ſhe 
does, ſhe does laugh. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter YoUNG BELMONT, and FIDELIA. 


Bel. Why, how now, Faddle ! what has been the matter, 


prithee ? | 
Col. A raſcal! not make a lady laugh 
Fad. What Charles, and my little Fiddy too | Stand by 


me a little; for this robuſt colonel has relaxed my very 


ſinews, and quite tremulated my whole ſyſtem. I could not 
have collected myſelf, without your preſence. 


K k Fid. 
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Fid. And was he angry with you, Faddle? | 
Fad. To a degree, my dear ; but I have forgot it : I bear 
no malice to any one in the world, child. 
Roſet. Do you know, Faddle, that I have a quarrel with 
you too ? : „ 
Fad. You, child! heh! heh! What, I am inconſtant, I ſup- 
poſe ; and have been the ruin of a few families this winter, 
hah, child? Murder will out, though it be done in the cen- 
ter. But come, vivace! let the ſtorm looſe ; and you ſhall 
ſee me weather it, like the ofier in the fable : it may bend, 
but not break me. 
Roſet. Nay, it ſhall come in a breeze: I'Il whiſper it. 
[1 hiſpers Faddle. 


—ͤ—ũ—3kàL/̃Z — — 


— * — - lh 4 q G . 
43-22 — = —— — x 2 
- ES — 
— nn nbc r — . — - 
. C — — 
* 5 x 7 — 2 - _ 
—— — 


— — j — — — — 
4 


. Ce IR 


1 
_ 
x 

at 
o 


4 | 
it 
* 
Ll 
Y, 
i th 
0 11 
N 
121 
1 i 
4 
L.A 
=y 
9 
14 8 
AM 
L 4 


Bel. Colonel ! 

Col. Now could I cut my throat, for being vext at this 
puppy. And yet the devil jealouſy will have it ſo. 

| 1885 [Apart to Belmont. 
Fad. Oh, what a creature have you named, child! Heh ! 
heh ! heh !--- May grace renounce me, if I would not as 
ſoon make love to a milliner's doll. 
Bel. Prithce, what miſtreſs has ſhe found out for thee, 
Faddle ? 

Fad. By all that's odious, Charles, Miſs Gargle, the po- 
thecary's daughter. The toad is fond of me, that's poſitive ; 
but ſuch a meſs of water-gruel ! --- Ugh !---To all purpoſes 
of joy, ſhe's an armful of dry ſhavings ! And then ſhe's 

ſo jealous of one! Lord, ſays ſhe, Mr. Faddle, you are 
eternally at Sir Roger's. One can't ſet eyes upon you in a 
whole day---Heh | heh ! And then the tears do ſo trickle 
down thoſe white-waſh cheeks of hers, that if ſhe could 
but warm me to the leaſt fit of the heart-burn, I believe I 
ſhould be tempted to take her---by way of chalk and water. 
Heh! heh! heh ! Bel. 


Bel. 
Roſet.c Ha! ha! ha! 
Fid. 

Roſet. Isn't he a pleaſant creature, colonel ? 

Col. Certainly, madam ; of infinite wit, with abundance 
of modeſty. 

Fad. Pugh! pox of modeſty, colonel!-:-But doyou know, 
you ſlim toad you, (20 Roſetta) that you left rehearſal of the 
new opera this morning in the moſt unlucky time in the world? 
The very moment you were gone, ſouſe came into the pit 
my friend the alderman and his fat wife, tricked out in ſun- 
ſhine. You muſt know, I drank chocolate with them in 
the morning, and heard all the ceremony of their proceed- 
ings. Sir Barnaby, ſays my lady, ſays ſhe, I ſhall wear 


my pink and filver, and my beſt jewels; and, d'ye hear? 


do you get Betty to tack on your dreſdens, and let Pompey 
comb out the white tie, and'bring down the blue coat lined 
with buff, and the brown filk breeches, and the gold-head- 
ed cane. I think, as you always wear your coat buttoned, 
that green waiſtcoat may do ; but 'tis ſo beſmeared, that I 
vow it's a filthy fight with your night-gown open. And as 
you go in the coach with me, you may get your white 
ſtockings aired--- But you are determined never to oblige me 
with a pair of roll-ups upon theſe occaſions, notwithſtand- 
ing all I have faid. We are to mix with quality this morn- 
ing, Mr. Faddle, and it may be proper to let them know 
that there are people in the city, who live of the Weſtmin- 
ſter fide of Wapping. Your ladyſhip's perfectly in the 
right, madam, ſays I; and for fear of a horſe-laugh in her 


Face, ſlap-daſh, I made a leg, and bruſhed off like lighten- 


Ing. 
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Enter Serv anT, and whiſpers Ros ET TA. 

Roſet. Come, gentlemen, dinner waits. We ſhall have 
all your companies, I hope. 

Bel. You know, you dine with Me at the King's-arms, 
Faddle. [ Apart to Fad, 

Fad. Do I- -I am ſorry, my dear creature, that a par- 
ticular appointment robs me of the honour. [To Roſetta. 
| Roſet. Pſhah ! you are always engaged, I think. Come, 

Fidelia. Exit Roſet. & Fid. 

Col. Why then, thank heaven, there's ſome reſpite | | Exit. 

Bel. Hark you, Faddle. I hope you are not in the leaſt 
ignorant, that upon particular occaſions, you can be a very 
great raſcal ? 

Fad. Who I, Charles? Pugh ! pox! is this the dinner 
I am to have? 

Bel. Courage, boy | And becauſe I think ſo well of thee--- 
there---| Gives him a purſe) "Twill buy thee a new laced 
coat, and a feather. 

Fad. Why ay, this is ſomething, Charles. But what am 
I to do, hah? I won't fight: upon my ſoul, I won't fight. 

Bel. Thou can'ſt lie a little. | 

Fad. A great deal, Charles; or I have ſpent my time 
among women of quality to little purpoſe. 

Bel. I'Il tell thee then. This ſweet girl, this angel, this 
ſtubborn Fidelia, ſticks fo at my heart, that I muſt either 
get the better of her, or run mad. 

Fad. And ſo thou would'ſt have me aiding and abetting, 
hah, Charles? Muſt not be tucked up for a rape neither. 

Bel. Peace, fool! About three months ago, by a very 
extraordinary adventure, this lady dropt into my arms. It 
happened that our hearts took fire at firſt ſight, But 1 cn 
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devil would have it, in the hurry of my firſt thoughts, not 
knowing where to place her, I was tempted, for ſecurity, 
to bring her to this haunted houſe here ; where, between 
the jealouſy of Sir Charles, the gravity of the colonel, the 
curioſity of a ſiſter, and the aukward care of a father, She 
muſt become a veſtal, or I--a huſband. 

Fad. And fo, by way of a little fimple fornication, you 
want to remove her to private lodgings, hah, Charles? 
Bel. But how, how, how! thou dear raſcal ? 


Fad. Let me ſee!--hum !|--And ſo, you are not her 
guardian, Charles ? 


Bel. Nor the the woman ſhe pretends, boy. I tell thee, 2 


ſhe was mine by fortune: I tilted for her at r But 
the devil tempted me, I fay, to bring her hither. The fa- 
mily was in bed ; which gave me time for contrivance. _ I 
prevailed upon her to call me her guardian, that by pretend- 
ing authority over her, I might remove her at pleaſure. 
But here too I was deceived. My ſiſter's fondneſs for her 
has rendered every plot of mine to part them impracticable: 
and without thy wicked aſſiſtance, we muſt both die in our 
virginity, 

Fad. Hum That would be a pity, Charles. But let 
me ſee !--Ay!--I have it--Within theſe three hours, we'll 
contrive to ſet the houſe in ſuch a flame, that the devil 
himſelf may take her, if he ſtands at the ftreet-door. To 
dinner, to dinner, boy | tis here, here, here, Charles ! 

Bel. If thou doſt |---- 

"Fad. And if I don't---why, no more purſes, Charles. I 
tell thee 'tis here, here, boy | To dinner, to dinner | 
| I Erxeunt. 
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ACT 
8 C E N E continues. 


Enter RostTTA, and FidEL1a. 


FIDEL IA. 


18 all your own doing, my dear. You firſt teize 
him into madneſs, and chen wonder to hear his 
chains rattle. 


Roſet. And yet how one of my heavenly ſmiles ſobered 


him again ! 


Fid. If I were a man, you ſhould uſe me fo but once, 
Roſetta. 

Roſet. Pſhah! if you were a man, you would do, as men 
do, child ---Ha! ha! ha! They are creatures of robuſt con- 
ſtitutions, and will bear a great deal. Beſides, for my part, 
I can't ſee what a reaſonable fellow ought to expect before 
marriage, but ill uſage. You can't imagine, my dear, how 
it ſweetens kindneſs afterwards. Tis bringing a poor, 
ſtarved creature to a warm fire, after a whole night's wan- 
dring through froſt and ſnow. 

Fid. But, to carry on the image, my dear, won't he be 
apt to curſe the tongue that miſguided him, and take up 
with the firſt fire he meets with, rather chan periſh in the 
cold ? I could fing you a ſong, Roſetta, that one would 
ſwear was made o purpoſe for you. 

* „pray let me hear it. 

| SONG. 
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S O N G. 
FIDEL IA. 
I. 


2 OR a ſhape, and a bloom, and an air, and a mein, 
Myrtilla was brighteſt of all the gay green; 


But arifall wild, and affefedly coy, 
Thoſe her beauties invited, her _ would deſtroy. 


By the flocks, as ſhe ray d Wo the nymphs of the vale, 

Mot a ſhepherd but wood her to hear his ſoft tale; 

Though fatal the paſſion, ſhe laugh'd at the fwais : 

And return d with neglect, _ ſhe heard with diſdain. 
III. 


But beauty has wings, and too haſtily flies, 
And love, unrewarded, ſoon fickens and dies. 
The nymph, cur d by time of her folly and pride, 
Now fighs in her turn for the bliſs ſhe deny d. 

| IV 


No longer ſhe frolics it wide o'er the plain, 

To kill with her coyneſs the languiſbing ſwain 

So humbled her pride is, ſo ſoften d her mind, 

That, though courted by none, ſhe to all would be hind. 


How d' ye like it, my dear ? 


Rejet. Pſhah chere s a ſong indeed] You ſhould ſing of 
men's perjuries, my dear, of. kind nymphs, and cloyed 
ſhepherds : for, take my word for't, there's no charm like 
cruelty to keep the men conſtant ; and no deformity like 


kindneſs to make them loath you. 
Enter SERV ANT. 
Serv. A letter for your ladyſhip, madani. [ Ext. 
Reſet. 
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For me? I don't remember the hand. (Opens, and 


reads the letter to herſelf.) 

Fid. I have little inclination to be chearful, though I 
{ing ſongs, and prattle through the whole day. Belmont! 
Belmont! [ Aſide. — Vou ſeem ſtrangely EN ma- 
dam | I hope no ill news! 


Roſet. 


The worſt in the world, Fidelia, if i it be true. 


Fid. Pray heaven it be falſe . But muſt it be a ſe- 
cret? I hope my dear Roſetta knows, that whatever affects 
Her quiet, can't leave mine — - 


Roſet, Who's there ? 


Enter SERVANT. 


How did you receive this letter ? 


Serv. 


Roſet. 


Serv. 


Roſet. 
Serv. 
Roſet. 
Serv. 
Roſet. 
Serv. 
Roſet. 
Serv. 


Roſet. 


From a porter, madam. 

Is he without? 

No, madam; he ſaid it required no anſwer. 
Had you any knowledge of him? 

Not that I remember, madam. 

Should you know him again ? 


Certainly, madam. 


Where did my brother ſay he dined to-day ? 

At the King's-arms, madam. 

And Mr. Faddle with him ? 

They went out together, madam. 

Run this moment, and ſay, I deſire to ſpeak with 


both of them immediately, upon an extraordinary affair. 


Serv. Yes, madam. [ Exit. 
Fid. What can this mean, Roſetta ? Am I unfit to be 


truſted ? 


Roſet. 


Tell me, Fidelia- but no matter--why ſhould 1 


diſturb you? I have been too grave. 
Fid. Still more and more perplexing ! But my enquiries 


arc 
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are at an end. I ſhall learn to be leſs troubleſome, as you 
are leſs kind, Roſetta. Ys 7 
Roſet. Prithee don't talk ſo, Fidelia: I can never be 
leſs kind. 1 2 
Fid. Indeed I won't deſerve you ſhould. 


Roſer. I know it, Fidelia. But tell me then. Is there 


a circumſtance in your lite, that would call a bluſh to your 
cheeks, if twere laid as open to the world's knowledge, as 
to your own ? 

Fid. If from the letter you aſk me that ſtrange queſtion, 
madam, ſurely I ſhould ſee it. 

Roſet. I think not, Fidelia: for upon ſecond thoughts, 
'tis a trifle, not worth your notice. | 

Fid. Why were You ſo much alarmed then? 

Roſer. I confels it ſtartled me at firſt : but tis a lying 
letter, and ſhould not trouble you. 

Fid. Then it relates to Me, madam ? 

Rojet. No matter, Fidelia. 

Fid. I have loſt my friend then--I begg'd, at firſt, to be 
a ſharer in Roſetta's griefs: but now, I find they are all my 
own, and ſhe denies my right to them. 

Roſet. This is too much, Fidelia. And now, to keep 

u longer in ſuſpence would be cruelty. But the writer 


of this ſcroll has a mind darker than night. You ſhall 


join with me in wondering that there is ſuch a monſter in 


the world. [ Reads.] 


To Miſs Ros ET TA BELMONT. 
Madam, | | 
AS I write without a name, I am alike indifferent to 


your thanks or reſentment. Fidelia is not what ſbe 


ſeems, She has deceived You, and may your brother to his 
| | L 1 ruin. 


ö 
| 
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ruin. Women of the town know how to wear the face of 
innocence, when it ſerves the purpoſes of guilt. Fadale, if 
he pleaſes, can inform you farther : but be aſſured, I have 
my intelligence from more ſufficient authority. 

P. S. There needs no farther addreſs in this matter, than 

a plain queſtion to Fidelia. Ts Joe rhe filter of Mr. Bel- 
mont's friend ? 

Fid. Then I am loſt! [ Afide. 

Roſet. What, in tears, Fidelia? Nay, I meant to raiſe 
your contempt only. Prithee, look up, and let us _ 
at the malice of this nameleſs libeller. 

Fid. No, Roſetta, The mind muſt be wrapt in its own 
innocence, that can ſtand againſt the ſtorms of malice. 1 
fear, I have not that mind. 

Reſet. What mind, Fidelia? 

Fid. And yet that letter is a falſe one. 

RNoſet. Upon my life, it is! For You are innocence itſelf. 

Fid. Oh, Roſetta! no ſiſter of Mr. Belmont's friend 
kneels to you for pardon ; but a poor wretched out-caft of 
fortune, that with an artful tale has impoſed upon your 
nature, and won you to a friendſhip for a helpleſs ſtranger, 
that never knew herſelf. 

Roſet. Riſe, Fidelia! But take care] For if You have 
deceived me, honeſty is nothing but a name. 

Fid. Think not too hardly of me neither: for though 
I am not what I ſeem, I would not be what that letter calls 
me, to be miſtreſs of the world. 

Reſet. I have no words, Fidelia: ſpeak | on— But me- 
thinks you ſhould not weep fo. | 

Fid. Nay, now, Roſetta, you compel me: for this 
gentleneſs is too much for me. I have deceived you, and 


| You are kind---If you would dry up my tears, call forth 
your 
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your reſentment. Anger might turn me into ſtone, but 
compaſſion melts me. 

Roſet. T have no anger, Fidelia. Pray, go on. 

Fid. When my tears will let me. I have played a fooliſh 
game, Roſetta; and yet my utmoſt fault has been, con- 
ſenting to deceive you. What I am, I know not. That 
I am not what I ſeem, I know. But why I have ſeemed 
otherwiſe than I am, again I know not. Tis a riddle, 
that your brother only can explain. He knows the ſtory 
of my life, and will in honour reveal it. WO he were 
here 

Roſet. Would he were, Fidelia] for I am upon the rack. 
Prithee, go on, and inform me farther. 

Fid. There's my grief, Roſetta : for I am bound by 
ſuch promiſes to filence, that to clear my innocence, would 
be to wound it. All I have left to fay is, that my condition 
of life only has been aſſumed, my virtue never. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Reſet. Well, Sir! | 
Serv. Mr. Belmont, madam, was juſt gone; but Mr. 
Faddle will wait upon your ladyſhip immediately, 
Roſet. Did they ſay where my brother went? 
Serv. They did not know --- Mr. Faddle is here, ma- 
dam. | Ii. 
SCENE ll. 


Enter FaDDLE, humming a tune. 


Fad. In obedience to your extraordinary commands, ma- 
dam---But you ſhould have been alone, child. 


Reſet. No trifling, Sir. Do you know this hand-writ- 
ing? Le Bim the letter. 
L1 2 Fad. 
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Fad. Hum! Not 1, as T hope to be ſaved --- Nor you 
neither, I believe. (Afde) Is it for my peruſal, madam ? 


Fid. And your anſwering too, Sir. 
Fad. Mighty well, madam. (reads) Hum !--- Fidelia 
amen of the town --= innocence --- guilt --- Faddle in- 
form you farther | --- Why, what a pox, am I brought in 
for? --- Intelligence --- queſtion Fidelia --- fifter of Mr. 
Belmont's friend | [rares and whiſtles. 

Roſet. Well, Sir! [ Takes the letter. 

Fad. Oh! I am to gueſs at the writer | Can't, upon my 
ſoul: upon my ſoul, I can't, child. Tis a woman, I 
believe though, by the damned blabbing that's in't. 

Fid. The letter ſays, Sir, that You can inform this lady 
farther concerning Me. Now, Sir, whatever you happen 
to know, or to have heard of me, deliver freely, and 
without diſguiſe. I entreat it, as an act of friendſhip, that 
will for ever oblige me. | 

Fad. Let me ſee! No; it can't be Her neither : ſhe is 
a woman of too much honour. And yet, I don't remem- 
ber to have opened my lips about it, to any ſoul but her. 

Fid. You know me then, Sir ? 

Reſet. Speak out, Sir | | 

Fad. Methinks, if theſe letter-writers were a little more 
communicative of their own names, and leſs ſo of their 
neighbours, there would be more honeſty in them. Why am 
I n here? Truly forſooth, becauſe a certain 
ſon in the world is e eee with the ſecrets of "ol 
own {lips, and for a little vent, chuſes to blab thoſe of an- 
other. Faddle inform you farther | Faddle will be ed 
as ſoon. 

Koſet. TIO " Sir! if you intend to enter — 

doors 


— . — — 
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doors again, tell me all you know; for I will have it. 
You have owned your telling it ws Sir. 

Fid. What was it you told, Sir? 

Fad. What I ſhan't tell here, madam : her angry lady- 
ſhip muſt excuſe me, faith. 

Noe. Tis very well, Sir! 

Fid. Indeed, Roſetta, he knows nothing. | 

Fad. Nothing in the world, madam, as I hope to be 
ſaved. Mine is all hear-ſay: and, curſe upon them ! the 
whole town may be in a lie, for any thing I know. 80 
they faid of lady Bridget, that ſhe went oft with her foot- 
man; but 'twas a horſe grenadier, that ſhe bought the 
commiſſion for, laſt week. 

Roſet. What has lady Bridget, or the town, to do with 
Fidelia, Sir ? 

Fad. So I faid, madam ; the very words. Says I, a 
woman of the town | Who made her a woman of the 
town? Does a ſlip or two with particulars make a lady a 
woman of the town? Or if it did, ſays I, many a one has 
taken up, and lived honeſtly afterwards A woman of the 
town indeed | 

Fid. Hold your licentious tongue, Sir ! Upon my life, 
Roſetta, tis all malice. Tis his own contrivance. I dare 
him to produce another villain, that's baſe enough to fay 
this of me. | 

Fad. Right, madam! Stick to that, and egad, I'll be of 
your ſide. [Aloud in her ear, 

F;d. Inſolence! (firikes him with ber fan) Oh, I am 
hurt beyond all bearing | 

Roſet. And I, loſt in perplexity. If thou art linked 
with any wretch, baſe enough to contrive this paper, or art 


thyſelf the — may poverty and a bad heart, be thy 


companions. 
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companions. But if thou art privy to any thing, that con- 
cerns the honour of this family, give it breath; and III 
inſure thee both protection and reward. 
Fid. I dare him to the diſcovery. \ | 
Fad. Ladies ---I have had the honour of a blow con- 
ferred on me by one of you; and am favoured with the 
offer of protection and reward from the other. Now to 
convince both, that, in ſpite of indignities, or obligations, 
I can keep a ſecret---if ever I open my lips upon this mat- 
ter, may plague, famine, and the horned devil conſume 
and ſeize me. And fo, ladies, I take my leave. 
[ Exit finging. 
Roſet. What can this fellow mean, Fidelia? Has he not 
abuſed you? 
Fid. Is it a doubt then? Would I had leave to ſpeak! 
Roſet. And why not, Fidelia? Promiſes, unjuſtly ex- 
torted, have no right to obſervance. You have deceived 
me, by your own acknowledgment ; and methinks, at ſuch 
a time, matters of punctilio ſhould give place to reaſon and 
neceſſity. 
Fid. I dare not, Roſetta, Twould be a crime to your 
brother : and I owe Him more than all the world. 
Roſet. And what are thoſe obligations, Fidelia? 
Fid. Not for Me to mention. Indeed I dare not, Ro- 
ſetta. | 
Roſet. Tis well, madam! And when you are inclined 
to admit me to your confidence, I ſhall perhaps know bet- 
ter how to conduct myſelf. [ Going. 


SCENE 


A COMEDY, _ 263 


SCENE III. 


Enter Youxe BRLMONx, meeting her. 


Reſet. Oh, you are come, brother | Your friend's ſiſter, 
your ward there, has wanted you, Sir! 

Bel. What is it, Fidelia ? 

Fid. I have no breath to ſpeak it: your Ales, dir, can 
better inform you. 

Roſet. Read that, Sir. 

Gives him the letter, which he reads to himſelf. 

Fid. Now, Roſetta, all ſhall be ſet right: your brother 
will do me juſtice, and account for his own conduct. 

Roſet. I expect ſo, Fidelia. 

Bel. Impertinent! ¶ Gives back the letter] I met F addle, 
as I came in; and I ſuppoſe, in pure love of miſchief, he 
has made my believing ſiſter here, a convert to the villany 
of that letter. But I'll make the raſcal unſay every thing 
he has ſaid, or his bones ſhall ake for't. Going. 

Fid. Stay, Sir, I entreat you! That I am a counterielt 
in part, I have already confeſſed --- 

Bel. You have done wrong then. 

Fid. But am I a creature of the town, Sir? Your ſiſter 
muſt learn that from You. You have been once my deli- 
verer ; be ſo now. Tell her, I am poor and miſerable, but - 
not diſhoneſt : that I have only conſented to deceive her, 
not deſired it. Tell her, I deſerve her pity, not her anger 
--- "Tis my only requeſt--- Can you deny it me? 

Bel. You have ſaid too much, Fidelia: and for your 
own fake, I ſhall forbear to mention what I know of your 
ſtory. How far your own honour is bound, you are the 
beſt judge. But a breach of the moſt ſolemn promiſes, let 
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me tell you, madam, will be a wretched vindication of the. 


- Innocence you contend for. 


Fid. And is this all, Sir ? e 
Bel. For my own part, I muſt have better authority than 
Faddle, or a nameleſs writer, to believe any thing to your 


diſhonour. And for You, ſiſter, I muſt not have this lady 


ill-treated. While I am ſatisfied of her innocence, Your 
ſuſpicions are impertinent. Nor will I conſent to her re- 
moval, madam ; mark that ; whatever you, in your great 
wiſdom, may have privately determined. Exit. 

Roſet. You are a wretch, brother. 

Fid. Now I have loſt you, Roſetta ! 

Roſet. When you incline to be a friend to yourſelf, 
Fidelia, you may find one in Me. But while explanations 
are avoided, I muſt be allowed to a& from my own opinion, 
and agreeable to the character I am to ſupport. Exit. 

Roſet. Then I am wretched | But that's no novelty. I 


have wandered from my cradle, the very child of misfor- 


tune. To retire and weep, muſt now be my only in- 
dulgence. ; | [ Exit. 
SCENE IV. 


Re-enter BELMONT. 


Bel. Why, what a rogue am I] Here have I thrown a 
whole family--and that my own too--into perplexities, 
that innocence can't oppoſe, nor cunning guard againſt. 
And all for what ? Why, a woman. Take away that ex- 
cuſe, and the devil himſelf would be a faint to me ; for all 
the reſt is ſinning without temptation. In my commerce 
with the world, I am guarded againſt the mercenary vices: 
I have honour above lying, courage above cruelty, pride 


above meanneſs, and honeſty above deceit : and yet, 


throw 
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throw but coy beauty in my way, and all the vices, by 
turns, take poſſeſſion of me. Fortune] fortune! give me 
ſucceſs this once-- and I'Il build churches, 


SCENE V. 


Enter Fa DDL E. 


Fad. What, Charles !--Is the coaſt clear, and the finiſh- 
ing ſtroke given to my embaſſy, hah? | 
Bel. Thou haſt been a moſt excellent raſcal ; and, faith, 
matters ſeem to be in a promiſing condition : for I have 
flung that in Roſetta's way which if ſhe keeps her wo- 
— will do the buſineſs. 

Fad. Prithee, what's that, Charles? 

Bel. Why, I have bid ber not think of parting with 
Fidelia. 

Fad. Nay then, tip ſhe goes headlong out at window. 
But haft thou no bowels, Charles? for, methinks, I be- 
gin to feel ſome twitches of compunction about me. 

Bel. I underſtand you, Sir: but I have no more purſes. 

Fad. Why, look you, Charles; we muſt find a way to 
lull this conſcience of mine ; here will be the devil to do 
elſe. That's a very pretty ring, Charles, 

Bel. Is it fo, Sir? Hark you, Mr. dog! If you demur 
one moment to fetching and carrying in this buſineſs, as I 
bid you, you ſhall find my hand a little heavy upon you. 

Fad. Pugh, pox, Charles! can't a body ſpeak ? People 
may be in good-humour, when they want peöple to do 
things for people, methinks. 

Bel. Troop this moment, with your raſcally conſcience, 
to the King s- s- arms; and wait there till I come, Sir. 


M m Fad. 


266 The FOUNDLING, 


Fad. Why, fo I will, Charles. A pox of the ſwag- 
gering ſon 3 a-—Not ſo big neither, if one had but a little 
courage. A ſae, and 80g: 

Bel Hark you, F addle! Now I think on 't, there is 
way yet for thee to make another purſe out of this buli 
neſs. 


Fad. Why, one would not be a rogue for nothing, 
methinks. 


Bel. I faw Sir Charles going into Fidelia's chamber: 
thou may ſt ſteal upon them unobſerved. They'll have 
their plots too, I ſuppoſe. | 

| Fad. And where am I to come and tell thee, hah? 

Bel. At the King's-arms, boy. 

' Fad. But you'll remember the purſe, Charles ? 

Bel. Softly, raſcal! Exit Fadale. 

Why, there it is again now! I am a fellow of principle! 
And fo I will be, ſome time or other. But theſe appe- 
tites are the devil; and at preſent 1 am under Their direc- 


tion, Exit. 


SCENE VI. Another apartment. 


Sir CHARLES, and FiDELIa diſcovered fitting. 


Sir Cha, He durſt not lay, directly, you were that o crea- 
ture the letter called you? 


Fid. Not in terms, Sir; but his concealments ſtruck 
deeper than the ſharpeſt accuſations, 


Sir Cha. And could Mr. Belmont be Glent to all this? 

Fid. He ſaid he had his reaſons, Sir; and it was my part 
to ſubmit. | I had no heart to diſoblige him. 
8 Sir Cha. 
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Sir Cha. You are too nice, madam : Roſetta loves you, 
and ſhould be truſted. 

Fid. Alas, Sir! if it concerned me only, I ſhould have 
no concealment. 

Sir Cha, It concerns you moſt, madam. I muft deal 
plainly with you. You have deceived your friend ; and, 
though I believe it not, a ſeverer reproach reſts u pon you. 
And ſhall an idle promiſe, an extorted one too, and that 
from a man, who ſolicits your undoing, forbid your vin- 
dication ? You mult think better of it. 

Fid. *Tis not an extorted promiſe, Sir, that ſeals my lips; 


but I love him: and though he purſues me to my ruin, I 


will obey him in this, whatever happens. He may deſert 
me, but never ſhall have reaſon to upbraid me. 


Sir Cha. Tis your own cauſe, madam ; and you muſt 


act in it as you think proper. Yet Rill, if I might ad- 


viſe-=- | 

Eid. Leave it to time, Sir Charles. And if you believe 
me innocent, your friendly thoughts of me, old « my own 
confciouſnels, ſhall keep me — 


SCENE VII. 
Enter FA DDL E, liſtening. 6 
Fad. O, pan, is it ſo! Now for a ſecret, worth twenty 
pieces | Aude. 
Sir Cha. Has it ever appeared to you, madam, that Fad- 
dle was a confidant of Mr. Belmont's ? 


Fig. Never, Sir: on the contrary, a wretch e heartily 


deſpiſed by him. 
Fad. it ſhe ſhould be a little miſtaken now | | 4fde. 
M m 2 Sir Cha. 
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Sir Cha. Can you gueſs at any other means of his ie 
to the knowledge of you? 


. Fid. None, that I know of, Sir. 


Fad. Faith, I believe her. [Aide 


Sir Cha. One queſtion more, madam, and I have done. 
Did Mr. Belmont ever ſolicit your removing from this 
houſe ? 

Fid. Never directly, Sir: he has often, when we 
have been alone, quarrelled with himſelf for bringing me 


into it. 


Sir Cha. 1 thank you, madam. And if my en- 


quiries have been at any time too importunate, allow 
them to the warmth of an honeſt friendſhip. For I have 
a heart, that feels for your diſtreſſes, and beats to re- 
lieve them. 


Fid. J have no words, Sir Charles--let my tears thank 


you. 


Si Char. Be compoſed, my child: and if Roſetta's | 


ſuſpicions grow violent, I have apartments ready to re- 


ceive you--with ſuch welcome, as virtue ſhould find with 
one who loves it. 
Fid. Still, Sir Charles, my tears are all that I can thank 
you with : for this goodneſs is too much for me. 
| Fad. And ſo ſhe's a bit for the old gentleman, at 
laſt! Rare news for Charles |--or with a little addi- 
tion, I ſhall make it ſo--But I muſt decamp to avoid 
danger. [Alide, and exit. 
Sir Cha. Dry up your tears, F idelia: for, if my con- 
jectures are well grounded, before night, perhaps, ſome- 
thing may be done to ſerve you. And ſo I leave you to 
your beſt thoughts. [ Exit. 


Fid. 


1 
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Fid. Then I have one friend left. How long I am 
to hold him, heaven knows, Tis a fickle world, and 
nothing in it is laſting, but misfortune. Yet. Fll have 
patience ; 


That fweet relief, the healing hand of heav'n 

Alone to ſuffering innocence has given; 

Come, friend of virtue, balm of every care, 

Duell in my boſom, and forbid deſpair. | 
| Exit. 


* 
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SCENE I. An apartment. 


Enter Colonel, and Ros ET TA. 


ROSETTA. 


Tell you, I will not be talked to. 

Col. Tis my unhappineſs, madam, to raiſe no paſſion 
in you, but anger. | 
Roſet. You are miſtaken, colonel: I am not angry, 


though II anſwer ſo. My gaiety has been diſturbed to-day ; 


and pravity always ſets upon me like ill- humour. Fidelia 
has engroſſed me, and you are talking of yourſelf What 
would you have me fay ? | | 

Col. That your neglect of me has been diſſembled; and 
that I have leave to love you, and to hope for you. 

Roſet. This is very ſtrange now | Why, tis not in your 
power to avoid loving me, whether you have leave to hope 
or not. And as to my diflembling, I know nothing of 
that. All I know is, that I'm a woman; and women I 
ſuppoſe diſſemble ſometimes. I don't pretend to be a bit 
better than a woman. | | 

Col. Be a kind one, and you are an angel. | 

Roſet. Why, there now | when if I wanted to be an angel, 
the very kindneſs that made me one, would leave me in a 
month or two, a mere forſaken woman. No, no, colonel ; - 

: ignorance 
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ignorance is the mother of love, as well as devotion. We 
are angels before you know us to be women; and leſs than 
women, when you know us to be no angels. If you would 
be pleaſed with the tricks of a juggler, never enquire how 
they are done. 

Col. Right, madam, where the entertainment conſiſts 
only in the deceit. b | | 

Roſet. And philoſophers will tell you, that the only hap- 

ineſs of life is to be well deceived. 1 

Col. Tis the philoſophy of fools, madam. Is the pleaſure 
that ariſes from virtue a cheat? or is there no happineſs 17 
in conferring obligations, where the receiver wiſhes to be Mi 
obliged, and labours to return? Tis the happineſs of Divi- "Ml 
nity, to diſtribute good, and be paid with gratitude. ö li 

Roſet. But to give all at once, would be to loſe the power 1 
of obliging. 

Col. And to deny all, would be to loſe the pleaſure of * 

obliging. | | | [0 

Roſet. But where the gitt is trifling, you know 

Col. That trifle, if lent to another's management, might 
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make both rich. | "1 

Noſet. This is playing at croſs-purpoles. But if I were ' 
inclined to liſten, what have you to fay in favour of ma- : i 
trimony ? 4 


Col. To fools, madam, tis the jewel of Æſop's cock; 
but to the wiſe, a diamond of price, in a ſkilful hand, to 
enrich life. Tis happineſs, or miſery, as minds are different- 
ly diſpoſed. The neceflary requiſites are love, good ſenſe, 
and good breeding. The firſt to unite, the ſecond to ad- 
viſe, and the third to comply. If you add to theſe, neatneſs 
and a competency, beauty will always pleaſe, and family 
cares become agreeable amuſements. NDS 
Es Reſet * 
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©  Roſet. And yet I have known a ou miſerable cou ple, 
with all theſe requiſites. | 

Col. Never, if you'll believe me, Roſetta. They hang worn 
them in public, and may have diſſembled with ſucceſs. But 
marriage-intimacies deſtroy diſſimulation: and if their pri- 
vate hours have known no enjoyment, there muſt have been 
wanting, either the affection that ſhould unite, the under- 
ſtanding that ſhould adviſe, or the complacency that ſhould 
oblige. 

22 Do 4 know now, that you never pleaſed me ſo 
in all your life? 

Col. If ſo, Roſetta, one queſtion, and then to apply. 

Reſet. How if I ſhould not anſwer your queſtion ? 

Col. *Tis a fair one, upon my word. Don't you think, 
that you and I could muſter up theſe requiſites between us? 

Roſet. Let me conſider a little. Who muſt have love, 

ray ? 

Col. Both of us. 

Roſet. No. I have no mind to have any thing to do with 
love. Do You take that, and give Me underſtanding, to ad- 
viſe. So then you chuſe again, and have all the good-breed- 
ing, for compliance. Then I neatneſs; and laſt of all, com- 
petency ſhall be divided between us. 

Col. A match, madam, upon your own terms! But if 
ever you ſhould take it into your head to diſpute love with 
me, what other requiſite are you willing to give up for it ? 

Keaſet. Why---neatneſs, I think: tis of little uſe to a 
married woman, you know. 

Col. A trifle, madam! But when are we to come together? 

Roſet. As ſoon as we can give proof, that theſe — 


ents are between us: in a few years perhaps. 
Col. If our virtues ſhould ſtarve in that time? 


Reſet. 
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Roſet. Pſhah! You know nothing of the matter. Senſe 
will improve every day ; and love and good-breeding live 
an age if you don't marry them. But we'll have done 
with theſe matters ; for I can keep the ball 'up no longer. 
You did not ſay, Fidelia upbraided me? | 
Col. The very reverſe : twas her only affliftion, ſhe 
faid, that you had reaſon to think hardly of her, 7 
Roſet. Poor girl! If you would make love to me with 
ſucceſs, colonel, clear up theſe perplexities. Suppoſe I was 
to diſmiſs my pride a little, and make her a viſit with you ? 
Col. Twould be a kind one. 
Roſet. Lead on then: for in ſpite of my reſentment, I 
have no heart to keep from her. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. Another apartment. 


Enter Young BBLMONT, and FADDLE. 


Bel. If this ſhould be invention, Faddle ? 


Fad. I tell thee, I was behind the ſcreen, and heard 


every ſyllable on't. Why, I'll ſay it to his face, prithee. 
Bel. What, that he propoſed to take her into keeping, 
and that ſhe conſented ? | 
. Fad. Not in thoſe words, man : no, no, Sir Charles is 
a gentleman of politer elocution. Pray, child, ſays he, 
did young Belmont ever propoſe your removing from this 
houſe? No, Sir, ſays ſhe, but he has curſed himſelf to dam- 
nation for bringing me into it. | Mimicking Sir Charles and 
Fidelia] Well, child, ſays he, the thing may be done to-night; 
artments are ready for you. And then, in a lower. voice, 
he ſaid ſomething about virtue, that I could not very well 
hear; but I ſaw, it ſet the girl a crying. And preſently, 


in anſwer to a whiſper of his, I heard her fay, in a very 
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pretty manner, that ſhe thought it was too much for her : 
o_ what his propoſals were, the devil a ſyllable could I 
. -Bel. Hal hal — Yonder he is, Faddle, and coming 
this way --- We muſt not be ſeen together. 
Fad. For a little ſport, Charles, ſuppoſe I fling myſelf 
in his way, and make intereſt to be commode to him, hah? 
Bel. And get thy noſe twiſted for thy pains ? 
_ Fad. Why, I can run, if I can't fight, prithee. 
Bel. Faith, I never doubted thee that way. T'll to my 
room then, and wait for thee. | 
Fad. But leave the door open, Charles. 
Bel. Ha! ha! ha!--You'll not be tedious, Sir? Exit. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Sir CHARLES. 


Fad. If the old gentleman ſhould be in his airs, though 
Servant, ſervant, Sir Charles ! 

Sir Cha. O, Sir | you are the man I was looking for. 

Fad. If I can be of any ſervice, Sir Charles — What, 
and ſo, hah!--- Faith, you're a fly one! But you old 

s have ſuch a way with you! Why, here has Charles 
been racking his brains for ways and means, any time theſe 
three months; and juſt in the nick, ſouſe comes me down 
the old kite, and alack-a-day, poor chick | the buſineſs is 
done. 

Sir Cha. Make yourſelf a little intelligible, Sir. 

Fad. And fo, I don't ſpeak plain, hah? Oh, the little 
rogue | ---- There's more beauty in the veins of her neck, 
than in a landſcape of Claude; and more muſic in the 
ſmack. of her lips, than in all Handel! | | 


Sir Cha, 
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Sir Cha. Let me underſtand you, Sir. 

Fad. Methinks 'twas very laconic though If Roſetta's 
ſuſpicions grow violent, I have apartments ready to receive 
you. [ Mimicking Sir Charles] But a word in your ear, 
old gentleman - --- Thoſe apartments won't do: 

Sir Cha. O, Sir! I begin to be a little in the ſecret, 

Fad. Mighty q uick of apprehenſion, faith | And then 
the little — — Still, Sir Charles, my tears are all 
that I can thank you with; for this goodneſs is too much 


for me. | Mzimicking Fidelia Upon my ſoul, you have 


a great deal of goodneſs, Sir Charles; a great deal of good- 
neſs, upon my ſoul. 
Sir Cha. Why, now I understand you, Sir: and as theſe 


matters may require time, for the ſake of privacy, we'll 


ſhut this door. [ Shuts the door. 
Fad. Any other time, Sir Charles--But I am real ly fo 
hurried at preſent--that--Oh Lord! [ Afrde. 


Sir Cha. Why, what does the wretch tremble at? Broken 


bones are to be ſet again, and thou may'ft yet die in thy 


bed. [Takes hold of bim] You have been a liſtener, Sir. 
Fad. Lord, Sir!l--indeed, Sir--Not I, Sir! 
Sir Cha. No denial, Sir. [Shakes bim. 
Fad. Oh Sir--I'Il confeſs--Idid liſten--I did indeed, Sir. 


Sir Cha. Does your memory furniſh you with any other 


villany of yours, that may fave me the trouble of an ex- 


planation ? 


Fad. Til think, Sir--What the devil ſhall 1 ay now ? F 


Ade. 

Sir Cha. Take care! For every lie thou telleſt me, {hall 

be ſcored ten- fold upon thy fleſh. Anſwer me. How came 
Mr. Belmont's ſiſter by that anonymous letter ? 

Fad. Letter, Sir ? 
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Sir Cha. Whence came it, I ſay ? 
Fad. Is there no remiſſzot, Sir ? 


Sir Cha. None, that thou can ſt deſerve; for honey 


is not in thy nature. 

Fad. If I confeſs? 

Sir Cha. Do ſo then, and truſt me. 

Fad. Yes--and ſo be beat to mummy by Charles, If 
you won't tell him, Sir! 

Sir Cha. Tl think on't. | 

Fad. Why then, Sir--But he'll certainly be the death of 

me--It was by his contrivance, I wrote the letter, and ſent 
it from the King's-arms. 

Sir Cha, Very well, Sir- -And did you know to what 
purpoſe it was ſent ? | 

Fad. Yes, Sir; it was to alarm the family againſt Fidelia, 
that Charles might get her into private lodgings. That 
was all, as I hope to be faved, Sir. | 

Sir Cha. Was it, Sir | And upon what principles were 
you an accomplice in this villany ? 

Fad. I was out of money, Sir, and not over valiant; 
and Charles promiſed and threatened- Twas either a ſmall 
purſe, or a great cudgel; and fo I took one, to avoid 
t'other, Sir. 

Sir Cha. And what doſt thou deſerve for this? 

Fad. Pray, Sir, conſider my honeſt confeſiion, and think 
me paid already, it you pleaſe, Sir. 

Sir Cha. For that thou art ſafe. If thou would'ſt con- 
tinue ſo, avoid me. Begone, I ſay. 

Fad. Ves, Sir. And well off too, faith. 
Aſde, and going. 
Sir Cha. Vet ſtay. If thou art open to any ſenſe of 
* hear me. 

Fad. 
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Fad. T will, Sir. | 
Sir Cha. Thy life is a de to humanity. A fooliſh 
prodigality makes thee needy ; need makes thee vicious, 
and both make thee contemptible. Thy wit is proſtituted 
to ſlander and buffoonery; and thy judgment, if thou haſt 
any, to meanneſs and villany. Thy betters that laugh wih 
thee, laugh az thee : and who are They ? The fools of qua- 
lity at court, and thoſe who ape them in the city. The va- 
rieties of thy life are pitiful rewards, and painful abuſes: for 
the ſame trick, that gets thee a guinea to- day, ſhall get thee 
beaten out of doors to-morrow. Thoſe who careſs thee, are 
enemies to themſelves--and when they know it, will be fo 
to thee. In thy diſtreſſes they'll deſert thee ; and leave thee, 
at laſt, to ſink in thy poverty, unregarded and unpitied. If 
thou can'ſt be wiſe, think of me, and be honeſt, | Exit. 
Fad. Tl endeavour it, Sir, A moſt excellent diſcourſe, 
faith; and mighty well there was not a larger congrega- 
tion. So, ſo! I muſt be witty, with a vengeance | What 
the devil ſhall I ſay to Charles now? And here he comes, 
like poverty and the plague, to deſtroy me at once. Let 
me ſee! --- Ay --- As truth has ſaved me with one, I'll try 
what a little lying will do with t'other. | | 


SCENE IV. 


Enter YounoG BELMONT. 


Ha! ha! ha! Oh, the rareſt ſport, Charles | 

Bel. What ſport, prithee ? 

Fad. I ſhall burſt! Ha! hal ha! The old 1 
has let me into all his ſecrets. 

Bel. And, like a faithful nn you are going to 
reveal them, 9 
1 "Bad. 
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Fad. Not a breath, Charles! Only that I am in com- 
miſſion, my dear ; that s all. 

Bel. So I ſuppole, indeed | 

Fad. Nay, Charles, if I tell thee a lie, cut my throat. 
The ſhort of the matter is, the old poacher, finding me in 
the ſecret, thought it the wiſeſt way to make a confidant 
of me: and this very moment, my dear, I am upon the 
wing to provide lodgings for the occaſion. 

Bel. If this ſhould be apocryphal, as father lays! 

Fad. Goſpel every ſyllable, as I hope to = ſaved. Why, 
what in the devil's name, have I to do, to be inventing lies 
for Thee? --- But here comes the old gentleman again, faith. 
--- Oh, the devil! Ade] Prithee, ſtroke him down a 
little, Charles, if tis only to ſee how awkwardly he takes it. 
I muſt about the lodgings --- Ha | ha! ha! --- But if 
ever I {et foot in this houſe again, may a horſe-pond be my 


portion. [ Afrde, and exit. 


SCENE V. 


Enter Sir Cn ARLES, with a letter in his hand, ſheaking 7 
a ſervant. 


Sir Cha. Bid him wait a little, and Fll attend him. 
[Exit ſervant. | What can this mean? Let me read it again. 
| Reads. 
Tf the intereſt of Sir Charles Raymond's family 2 dear 
zo him, he will follow the bearer, with the ſame haſte, that he 
would ſhun ruin. 
That he would ſhun ruin | This is ſtrange | But be it as 
it will ; I have another concern, that —— take place farſt. 
Bel. Sir Charles, your ſervant. Any news, Sir ? 
Hir Cha. Not much, Sir: only that a young gentleman, 


of 
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of honour and condition, had introduced a virtuous lady to 
his family; and when a worthleſs fellow defamed her in- 
nocence, and robbed her of her quiet, he, who might have 
dried her tears, and vindicated her virtue, forſook her in 
her 1 injuries, to debauch his mind with the aſſaſſin of her 
reputation. 

Bel. If your tale ends there, Sir, you have nine but half 
on't: for My advices add, that a certain elderly gentleman, 
of title and fortune, pitying the forlorn circumſtances of 
the lady, has offered her terms of friendſhip and accom- 
modation-—And, this night, ſhe bids farewel to maidenhood 
and a female bedfellow, in private apartments. 

Sir Char. You uſe me lightly, Mr. Belmont. 

Bel. You uſe Me roughly, Sir Charles. 

Sir Char. How, Sir? 

Bel. In the perſon of Fidelia. 

Sir Char. Make it appear, and n ſhall find me a very 
boy in my ſubmiſſions. 

Bel. Twould be time loſt ; and I can employ it to ad- 
vantage. But remember, Sir, that this houſe is another's, 
not yours : that Fidelia is under My direction, not yours : 
and that My will muſt determine her removal, not yours. 

Sir Cha. Is ſhe your ſlave, Sir? to bear the burthen of 
your inſults, without complaining, or the right of chuſing 
another maſter? 

Bel. And who ſhall be that maſter ? You, Sir? The poor 
bird, that would eſcape the kite, is like to find warm pro- 
tection from the fox. 

Sir Cha. Prithee think me a man, and treat me as ſuch. 

Bel. As the man I have found you, Sir Charles. Your 
grave deportment, and honeſty of heart, are covers only for 
wantonneſs and defign. You preach up temperance and 
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ſobriety to youth, to monopolize, in age, che vices you are 
unfit for. 

Sir Char. Hark you, young man! You muſt curb this 
impetuous ſpirit of yours---or J ſhall be tempted to teach 

ou manners, in a method difagreeable*t'you, 

Bel. Learn them firſt yourſelf, Sir. You ſay, Fidelia is 
inſulted by me: how is & made out? Why, truly, I would 
poſſeſs her without marriage | I would ſo. Marriage is the 
thing I would avoid. Tis the trick of ' prieſts, to make 
men miſerable, and women inſolent. I have dealt plainly, 
and told her ſo. Have You faid as much? 'No. You wear 
the. face of honeſty, to quiet her fears; that when your 
blood boils, and ſecurity has ſtolen away her guard, you 
may ruſh at midnight upon her beauties, and do the ravage, 

ou are {worn to protect her from. 

Sir Cha. Hold, Sir! You have driven me beyond the. 
limits of my patience: and 1 muſt tell you, young man, 
that the obligations I owe your father, demand no returns 
that manhood muſt bluſh to make. Therefore hold, I ſay; 
for I have a ſword to do me juſtice, though i it ſhould leave 
my deareſt friend childleſs. 

"Bel of Oo | A ara PHILY DR? | 

Sir Cha. Better - tempt it not: for up feaks Wey « come 
too late. You have dealt openly with Fidelia, you fay : 
deal fo for once with Me; and tell me, whenee came that 
vile ſcroll to Roſetta this afternoon ?' „„ 

Bel. It ſeems then, I wrote it! You dare not think fo. 

Sir Cha. I dare ſpeak as well as think, where honour . 
directs me. | 

Bel. You are my acti then? 

Sir Cha. When I become fo, I ſhall taks care, Mr. Bel 
mont, that the proof waits upon the accuſation. 

: 5 
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Bel. I diſdain the thought. 

Sir Cha. Better have diſdained the deed. 

Bel. I do both; and him that ſuſpects me. 

Sir Cha. Away | You fear him that ſuſpects you; and 

have diſdained neither the thought, nor the deed. 

Bel. How, Sir! [ Drawing. 
Sir Cha. Put up your ſword, young man; and uſe it in 

a better cauſe : this is a vile one. And now you ſhall be 


as ſtill through ſhame, as you have been loud through pride. 


You ſhould have known, that cowards are unfit for ſecrets. 

Bel. And if I had, Sir ? 

Sir Cha. Why then, Sir, you had not cane ſuch a 
wretch as Faddle, to write that letter to Roſetta. 

Bel. The villain has betrayed me But I'll be ſure on t. 
(Alide.) He durſt not ſay I did. 

Sir Cha. You ſhould rather have built your innocence 
upon the probability of his unſaying it: for the ſame fear, 
. that made him confeſs to Me, may make him deny every 
ſyllable to You. 

Bel. What has he confeſſed, Sir ? 

Sir Cha. That to-day, at dinner, You prompted the 
letter that He wrote. That your deſign was, by vilifying 
Fidelia, to get her diſmiſſed ; and the diſmiſſion, to prepare 


her ruin in private lodgings. Was this your open beha- 


viour, Sir ? 
Bel. Go on with your upbraidings, Sir : fpeak to me 
as you will; and think of me as you will: I have deſerved 


ſhame, and am taught patience, 
Sir Cha. Was this well done >? Did her innocence, and 


her undiſſembled love deſerve this treatment ? 


Bel. Proceed, Sir. 
Sir Cha. No, Sir: I have done. If you have ſenſe of your 


Oo | paſt 
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paſt conduct, you want not humanity to heal the wounds it 
has given. Something muſt be done, and ſpeedily. 

Bel. What reparation can I make her? 

Sir Cha. Dry up her tears, by an immediate acknowledg- 
ment of her wrongs. 

Bel. I would do more. | 
Sir Cha. Bid her farewel then, and conſent to her removal. 
Bel. I cannot, Sir. OY 
Sir Cha. Her peace demands it. But we'll talk of that 

hereafter. If you have honour, go and do her juſtice, and 
undeceive your'abuſed ſiſter. Who waits there ?---Indeed, 
you have been to blame, Mr. Belmont. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Show me to the bearer of this letter. 
[ Exit with the ſervant. 
Bel. Why, what a thing am I] But tis the trick of vice, 
to pay her votaries with ſhame : and I am rewarded amply ! 
To be a fool's fool too! To link myſelf in villany, with a 
wretch, below the notice of a man! And to be out-witted 
by him !---So ! ſo -I may have abuſed Sir Charles too. Let 
me think a little | T'll to Fidelia inſtantly, and tell her what 
a rogue I have been. But will that be reparation ? I know 
but of one way; and there my pride ſtops me And then I 
loſe her---Worſe and worſe l—I'Il think no more on't, but 
away to her chamber, and bid Her think for me. ¶ Exit. 


ACT 
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Dee RESTS 
1 VF. 
SCENE continues. 


Enter Sir ROGER, and SERVANT. Sir ROGER with a letter 


in his hand. 


| Sr ROGER. 
E RY fine doings indeed! But I'll teach the dog to 


a lion looſe in his family, than a town-rake. Where is Sir 
Charles, I ſay ? 


Serv. This moment come in, Sir, | 
Sir Ro. And why did not you ſay fo, blockhead? Tell 


him, I muſt ſpeak with him this moment. 


letter, Sir. 
Sir. Ro. Do as I bid you, rafea], and let him wait. Fly, 
I fay. [ Exit Serv. 


The riotous young dog | To bring his harlots home with 
him ! But I 10 out with the baggage. 


S © EN E II. 


Enter Sir CHARLES. 


Oh, Sir Charles | tis every word as we faid this morning. 
The boy has ſtolen her; and I am to be ruined by a law-ſuit. 
Sir Cha. A law-ſuit 1 With whom, Sir ? 


play his tricks upon a father] A man had better Is 


Serv. The ſervant ſays, he waits for an anſwer to that 


Ooz2 K 
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Sir Ro. Read, read, read | [Gives the letter. 
Sir Cha. [Reads] et hg 


7 Am guardian to that Fidelia, wham your ſon has ſtolen 
from me, and you unjuſtly detain. If you deny her to 
me, the law ſhall right me. I wait your anſwer by the bearer, 
70 aſſert my claim m the perſon of 

GEORGE VIILIARP. 


Why, then my doubts are at an end! But 1 muſt e 
my tranſports, and wear a face of coolneſs, while my heart 
overflous with paſſion Ade. 

Sir Ro. What, not a word, Sir Charles? There's a piece 
of work for you And ſo I am to be ruined ! 

Sir Cha. Do you know this Villiard, Sir Roger? 

Sir Ro. Whether I do or not, Sir, the ſlut ſhall go to 
him, this moment. 

Sir Cha. Hold a little. This 88 muſt be heard, 

Sir; and, if his claim be good, the lady reſtored. A 

Sir Ro. Why, e'en let Ko go as it is, Sir Charles. 

Sir Cha. That would be too haſty. Go in with me, Sir, 
and we'll conſider how to white to him. | 

Sir Ro. Well, well, well! --- 1 wiſh ſhe was gone though. 

Exeunt. 


SCENE III. Another apartment. 


Enter VoUNG BELiMonT, and FiDEL1A.- 


Bel. Aſk me not why I did it, but forgive me. 

Fid. No, Sir; tis impoſſible. I have a mind, Mr. Bel- 
mont, above the wretchedneſs of my fortune: and, helpleſs 
as I am, I can feel in this breaſt a ſenſe of injuries, and ſpirit 
bo o reſent them. | Bel. 
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Bel. Nay, but hear me, Fidelia. 

Fid. Was it not enough to deſert me in my Aiftreſſes ? 
To deny me the poor requeſt I made you ? But muſt you | 
own yourſelf the contriver of that letter? *Tis inſupport- | 
able. If I conſented to aſſume a rank that belonged not to = 


me, my heart went not with the deceit: You would have it fo, 'N 
and Icomplied. "Twas ſhame enough, that I had deceived your 4 
* 94 L 

14 


ſiſter; it needed not, that I ſhould bring a proſtitute to her 
friendſhip. This was too much too much, Mr. Belmont | *t 

Bel. Vet hear me, I ſay! 5 

Fid. And then, to leave me to the malice of that wretch! [1 
To have my ſuppoſed infamy the tavern jeſt of his licen- 
tious companions I never flattered Mars Mr. Belmont, 
with your love ; but knew not, till now, that I have been 
the object of your hatred. 

Bel. My hatred! But I have deſerved your hardeſt 
thoughts of me. And yet, believe me, Fidelia, when J 
uſed you worſt, I loved you moſt. 

Fid. Call it by another name: for love delights in acts 
of kindneſs, Were Your's ſuch, Sir ? And yet muſt I for- 

get all: for I owe you more than i injuries can cancel, or 
gratitude repay. 

Bel. Generous creature | This is to be amiable, indeed ! 
But muſt we part, Fidelia? 

Fid. I have reſolved it, Sir; and you muſt yield to it. 

Bel. Never, my ſweet obſtinate 

Fid. That I have loved you, tis my pride to acknows 
ledge : but that muſt be forgot : and the hard taſk remains, 
to drive the paſſion from my breaſt, while I cheriſh the me- 
mory of your humane offices, T his day then ſhall be the 
laſt of our meeting. Painful, though it may be, yet your 
own, mine, and the family s peace requires it. Heaven, 

in 
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in my diſtreſſes, has not left me deſtitute of a friend; or if 
it had, I can find one in my innocence, to 1 even po- 
verty ſupportable. | 
Bel. You have touched me, Fidelia ; and ny heart yields 
to your virtues. Here then let my follies have an end; and 
thus let me receive you, as the everlaſting partner of my 
heart and fortune, [Offers to embrace her. 
Fid. No, Sir. The conduct that has hitherto ſecured my 
own honour, ſhall protect yours. I have been the innocent 
difturder of your family ; but will never conſent to load it 


with diſgrace. 


Bel. Nor can it be diſgraced : I mean to honour it, Fi- 


delia. You muſt comply 
Fid. And repay generoſity with ruin! N o, Mr. Belmont: 


I can forego happineſs, but never can conſent to make an- 
other miſerable. 


Bel. When 1 repent, Fidelia !---But ſee where my ſiſter 
comes, to be an advocate tor my wiſhes |! 


SCENE IV. 
Enter Ros ETT A. 


Reſet. Oh, Sir, you are found] You have done nobly i in- 
deed | But your thefts are diſcovered, Sir. This lady” s guar- 
dian has a word or two for you. 

Bel. Her guardian | Upon my life, Fidelia, Villiard! He 
comes as I could wiſh him. > 

Roſet. Say ſo when you have anſwered him, brother. Am 
I to loſe you at laſt then, Fidelia? And yet my hopes flat= 
ter me, that this too, as well as the letter, is deceit. May I 


think * Fidelia? 


Had. As roy as of your own goodnels, Roſetta, Your bro- 
ther 
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ther will tell you all. Oh, he has mate me miſerable by his 
generoſity | 

Bel. This dal 1 ſiſter, is a villain; and Fi- 
delia the moſt abuſed of women. Boutitevus he has been 
indeed: but to his vices, not his virtues, ſhe ſtands indebt- 
ed for the beſt of educations. The ſtory will amaze you! 
At twelve years old 

Rofet. He's here, brother; and with him, my papa, Sir 
Charles and the colonel. Now, Fidelia 


S GC E NV. 
Enter Sir Rocts, Sir CHARLES, the Coloxel, and 
VILLIARVD. 


Sir Cha. If that be the lady, Mr. Villiard, and your 
claim as you pretend, Sir Roger has told you the ſhall be 
reſtored, Sir. 

Sir Ro. Yes, Sir—and your claim as you pretend. 

Hill. Tis well, madam, I have found you. [Going 10 
Fidelia. | This, gentlemen, i is the lady ; and this, the robber 
who ſtole her from me. | Pointing to Belmont | By violence,, 
and at midnight he ſtole her. 

Bel. Stole her, Sir ? 

Vill. By violence, and at midnight, I ſay. 

Bel. Vou ſhall be heard, Sir. 

Fill. Ay, Sir, and ſatisfied- I ſtand here, gentlemen, to 
demand my ward. 

Sir Cha. Give us proofs, Sir, and you ſhall have juſtice. 

Hill. Demand them there, Sir. | Pointing to Belmont and 
Fidelia] 1 have told you, I am robbed : if you deny me 
juſtice, the law ſhall force i it. 

Sir Cha. A little patience, Sir. Jo Villiard] Do you know 
this gentleman, Fidelia ? Fid. 


288 The FOUNDLING, 


Fid. Too well, Sir! 

Sir Cha. By what means, Sir, did you become her guar- 
dian? Z2⁰ V. card 

Hill. By the will of her. who bore her, "a 
Sir Cha, How will you reply to this, Fidelia ? 

Fid. With truth and honeſty, Sir. 

Bel. Let him proceed, madam. 

Vill. Ay, Sir, to Your part of the ſtory ; though both are 
practiced in a damned falſhood, to confront me. 

Bel. Falſhood l But I am cool, Sir. Proceed. 

Vill. My doors were broke open at midnight by this gen- 
tleman ; pointing to Belmont | myſelf wounded, and Fidelia 
raviſhed from me: he ran off with her in his arms; nor, 
till this morning, in a coach, which brought her hither, has 
my eyes ever beheld her. 

Sir Ro. A very fine bultncl, truly, young man | 

[To Belmont. 

Fid. He has abuſed you, * Mr. Belmont is noble. 

| Zo Sir Roger. 
Be No matter, Fidelia. Well, Sir |---You have been 


robbed, you fay ? [To Villard. 
Fill, And will have juſtice, 1 
Bel. Take it from this hand then. (Drawing. 


Sir Cha. Hold, Sir! This is adding inſult to injuries. 
Fidelia muſt be reſtored, Sir. 

Sir Ro. Ay, Sir; F idelia muſt be reſtored. 

Fid. But not to Him! Hear but my ſtory; and if I deceive 
you, let your friendſhip forſake me. He bought me, gentle- 
men; for the wort of purpoſes, he bought me of the worſt of 

women. A thouſand times has he confeſſed it, and as often 
pleaded his right of purchaſe to undo me. Whole years have 
I L endured his brutal ſolicitations ; till tired with entreaties, 
he. 
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he had recourſe to violence, The ſcene was laid ; and I had 
been ruined beyond redreſs, had not my cries brought the 
generous Mr. Belmont to my relief. He was accidentally 
paſſing by ; and alarmed, at midnight, with a woman's 
ſhrieks, he forced op the door, and ſaved me from de- 
ſtruction. 

Sir Cha. How vill Bo anſwer this, Sir ? [To Villiard. 

Vill. Tis falſe, Sir. That woman was her nurſe. Theſe 
hands delivered her w her care. 

Fid. Alas, gentlemen | ſhe found me a helpleſs infant at 
her door: ſo ſhe has always told me; and at twelve years 
old, betrayed me to that monſter. Search out the woman, 
if ſhe be alive, and let me be confronted. 

Sir Ro. If this be true, Sir Charles, I ſhall bleſs myſelf 
as long as I live, for getting my boy. [ Peeps. 

Hill. Tis falſe, I fay : a damned contrivance to eſcape 
me. I ſtand here, Sir, to demand my ward. * Sir No- 
ger] Deny her to me at your peril. 

Bel. He ſhall have my life as ſoon. 

Vill. Hark you, Sir. [To Sir Roger] There are e 
called laws, to do right to the injured. My appeal ſhall be 
to Them. 

Sir Cha. That woman muſt bis produced. [To V e 

Hill. And ſhall, Sir, in a court of juſtice. Our next 
meeting ſhall be there. Till then, madam, you are ſecure. 

| Zo Fidelia. 

Bel. Take care that Vou are ſo. Sir, when-we have oc- 
caſion to call upon you. Vou ſhall have Faſtice. 


Hill. And will, Sir, in defiance of you. [ Exit. 
Sir Cha. Fear not, Fidelia. We believe, and will ro. 
tect you. 


Roſet. My ſweet girl! But whence came the letter this 
afternoon ? : P P -- 0 
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Bel. Twas I that wrote it. 

Reſet. Oh, monſtrous | Could you be that wretch, bro- 
ther ? 

Bel. And will atone for it, by the only recompence that $ 
left me. 

Sir Ro. And what recompence will you make her, hah, 
rogue? 
Wo. 1 have injured her, Sir, and we do her :"tice. If 
you would retrieve my honour, or promote my — 
give me your conſent, Sir, to make her your daughter. 

Reſet. Why, that's my brother | Now I am ſure ſhe's 
innocent | And ſo you will, papa 

Sir Ro. But poſitively, I will not, Child. bs her 
indeed | What, without a ſhilling | and be ruined by Vil- 
liard into the bargain ! If your ſtory be true, Fidelia, you 
{hall be provided for: but no marrying, d'ye hear, child? 

Fid. You need not doubt me, Sir. 

Sir Ro. Why that's well ſaid, Fidelia. 

Roſet. And deſerves reward, Sir. Pray, Sir Charles, let 
us have Vour thoughts upon this matter. 

Sir Cha. Your brother's propoſal, madam, and Fidelia's 
denial, are as generous, as your father's determination is juſt, 

Bel. I expected as much, Sir. 

Sir Cha. My opinion was aſked, Sir. 

Bel. And you have given it. I thank you, Sir. | 

Sir Cha. Think of Villiard, Mr. Belmont. His claim 
may be renewed. 

Bel. Fidelia has deceived you then | You think otherwiſe, 
Sir Charles. 

Col. My life upon her innocence! And where the for- 
tune, on one fide, is more than ſufficient, how light is all 


addition to it, * to the poſſeſſion of her one loves 
Let 


Let me, Sir, be happy in Roſetta ; ¶ 7 Sir * and give 
her fortune to Fidelia, to make her an object worthy of 


our ſon. 


Roſet. There's a colonel for you | What ſays my ſweet 
Fidelia? 

Fid. I intended to be filent, madam: but tis now my 
duty to ſpeak. You have been my deliverer, Sir, from the 
worſt of evils: [To Belmont] and now would nobly 
augment the firſt obligation, by a generoſity, too mighty 
for acknowledgment. If I had the wealth of worlds, x 
would be too little to beſtow : but poor and friendleſs as 


am, my heart may break, but never ſhall conſent to — i” 


my benefactor a Life to his virtues. 
Sir Cha. Tis nobly ſaid, Fidelia! And now, Mr. Belmont, 
our diſputes will ſoon be at an end. You Are this day, 


Sir, reproached me often: it remains now, that you ſhould 
know me as I am. 


Bel. If I have erred, Sir--- 

Sir Cha. Interrupt me not, but hear me. I have watched 
your follies with concern; and 'tis with equal pleaſure, I 
congratulate your return to honour. If I have oppoſed your 
generous inclinations, it was only to give them ftrength : 


I am now a re to your father, for the happineſs you 
deſire. 


Bel. This is Ace Sir Charles! 
Sir Cha. And to — Fidelia worthy of his ſon, a 
fortune ſhall be added, equal to his warmeſt expeta- 


tions. 


Sir Ro. Why ay, Sir Charles | let that be made out, and 

1 ſhall have no objectionss. 
Fid. What mean you, Sir? Io Sir Cbarles. 
* Cha. A minute more, and my ſweet girl ſhall be in- 
P'p 2 ſtructed. 


, 
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ſtructed. You have often told me, Sir, [79 Belmont | 
that I had an intereſt in this lovely creature. I have an 


intereſt! an intereſt, that you ſhall allow mel My heart 
doats upon her Loh, I can hold no longer My t 
--my daughter! 


Running to Fidelia, and embracing her. 

N Your daughter, Sir | | | 

Sir Cha. Oh, my ſweet child |--Sir Roger 1--Mr. Bel- 
mont! my ſon [{--T heſe tears - theſe tears Fidelia i is wy 
daughter | | | 

Col. Is it poſſible? | 

Sir Cha. Let not exceſs of wonder over power you, F dels; 
for I havea tale to tell, that will exceed belief. 

Fid. Oh, Sirl 

Sir Cha. Upbraid me not, that I have kept it a moment 
from your knowledge. Twas a hard trial! and while my 
tongue was taught diſſimulation, ab heart bled for a child's 
diſtreſſes | 

Bel. Torture us not, Sir ; but ui this wonder! 

Sir Cha. My tears muſt have their way firſt. O my child! 
my cite Know then, [Turning to Sir Roger and the reſt.] 
that witked woman, ſo often mentioned, was my Fidelia's 
governante. When my miſtaken zeal. drove me into ba- 
niſhment, I left her an infant to her care. To ſecure ſome 
jewels of value, I had lodged with her, ſhe became the 
woman you have heard. My child was taught to believe 
ſhe was a foundling : her name of Harriet changed to Fide- 
lia; and to leſſen my ſolicitude for the theft, a letter 
was diſpatched to Me in France, that my infant. daughter 
had no longer a being. Thus was the father robbed of 
his child, and the brother taught to _— he had no 


ſiſter 
Fid. 
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Fil. And am I that ſiſter, and WF FREIE ? Oh, hea- 


vens| "D | Kneeks. 

Bet{ Running to bars and raifng her] Be compoſed, my 
| life. A moment's attention more, and, your tranſports {hall 
have a looſe. Proceed, Sir ! 

Sir Cha. Where ſhe withdrew herſelf, I could never 
learn. At twelve years old, ſhe fold her, as you have 
heard'; and never, till yeſterday, made enquiry about her. 

"Twas, then, that a ſudden fit of ſickneſs brought her to 
repentance. She ſent for Villiard ; who told her minutely 
what had happened. The knowled ge of her deliverance 
gave her ſome conſolation : but more was to be done yet. 
She had information of My pardon and return; and, igno- 
rant of my child's deliverer, or the place of her conveyance, 
ſhe at laſt determined to unburden herſelf to Me. A letter 
was brought me this afternoon, conjuring me to follow the 
bearer with the ſame haſte that I would ſhun ruin. I did 
follow him ; and received from this wretched woman the 


ſtory I have told you. 
Fil, Oh, my heart My father | | Kees] Have I at laſt 


found you And were all my ſorrows paſt, meant only to 


endear the preſent tranſport | --- Tis too much for me 
Sir Cha. Riſe, my child! To find thee thus virtuous, in 
the midſt of 1 and thus lovely, in the midſt of 
poverty and diſtreſs After an abſence of eighteen melan- 
choly years, when imaginary death had torn thee from my 


hopes I- To find thee thus unexpected, and thus amiable-- 


1s 3 that the uninterrupted enjoyment of the faireſt 
life never equalled | 

Fid. What muſt be mine then ! Have I a brother too? 
(Turning to the colonel | Oh my kind fortune! 


Col. My ſiſter! [ Embracing her. 
Fid. 


? 


” — PIPE 


— —— — 
— — 2 — 


E 
I : 


- — , * — 

—— _ . D P n 
„ ee e NE = . AA een EE 
23 „ —— — 
— * L 27 


__ 
—  Bes —_ 
* 


x c 
1 — 
* 


204 The FOUNDLING. 


Fid. Still there is a dearer claim than all: and now I 
can acknowledge it. My deliverer ! --- 


Bel. And huſband, Fidelia] Let me receive you, as ; the 
richeſt gift of fortune] [Catching her in his arms. 


Rake. My generous girl! The pride of your alliance is 
my utmoſt boaſt, as it is my brother's happineſs. 


Sir Ro. I have a right in her too! for now you are My 
daughter, Fidelia! [| Kiſſes ber. 

Fid. J had forgot, Sir. If you will receive me as ſuch, 
you ſhall find my gratitude in my obedience. 

Sir Cha. Take her, Mr. Belmont, and protect the virtue 
you have tried. | Joining their hands. 
Bel. The ſtudy of my life, Sir, ſhall be to deſerve her. 
| Fid. Oh, Roſetta — Vet ſtill it remains with You, to 
make this day s happineſs ent. I have a brother that 


loves you. 


Roſet. J would be Fidelia's ſiſter every way | So take me, 


while I am warm, colonel |. Giving him her hand. 


Col. And when we _—_ x Fan let the next minute 
end us| 


Roſet. With all my heart! 
Fid. Now, Roſetta, we are doubly ſiſters 


Sir Cha. And may your lives, and your affections know 
an end together. 


Bel. | Taking Fidelia by the hand] And now, F idelia, 
what you have made me, take me; a convert to honour, 
I have at laſt learnt, that cuſtom can be no authority for 

vice; and however the miſtaken world may judge, He who 


ſolicits pleaſure, at the expence of 1 INNOCENCE, is the vileſt 
of betrayers. 


Yet 
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Yet ſavage man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 

Aſſumes the face of kindneſs to betray ; - 
His giant ſtrength againſt the weak employs, 

And woman, whom he ſhould protect, deſtroys. 


[EXEUNT OMNES] 
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EPILOGUE. 


E PI I O GE. 


Written by Mr. GaRRICK, 
| Spoken by Mrs. C1332 R. 


4 Know, you all expect, from ſeeing Me, 
> An epilogue, of firifteſt purity , 
%4 Some formal lecture, ſpoke with prudiſh face, 
= To ſhew our preſent joking, giggling race, 

True joy conſiſts in --- gravity, and grace | 
But why am I, for ever made the tool, 
Of every ſqueamiſh, moralizing fool ? 
Condemn'd to ſorrow all my life, muſt I 
Meer make you laugh, becauſe I make you cry ? 
Madam (jay they) your face denotes your heart, 
*Tis Your's to melt us in the mournful part : 
So from the looks, our hearts they prudiſb deem ] 
Alas, poor ſouls ! --- we are not what we ſeem | 
Though prudence oft, our inclination ſmoethers, 
We grave ones, love a joke, as well as others. 
From ſuch dull Ruff, what profit can you reap ? 
You cry, tis very fine and fall aſleep. 
| Happy that bard ] bleſt with uncommon art, 
i M hoſe wit can chear, and not corrupt the 5 / 
1 Happy that play r, whoſe ſkill can chace the ſpleen, 
And leave no worſe inhabitant within | --- 
"Mong ft friends, our author is a modeſt man, 
But 1 wits will cavil at his plan. 


5 
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Damn it (Jays one) this fluff will never paſs, 

The GizL wants nature, and the Raxs's an afs. 

Had I, like B&LMonT, heard a damſel's cries, > 

I would have pink d her keeper, ſeiæ d the prize, - 

I hipt to a coach, not valu'd tears a fardin, 

But drove away like ſmoke --- to Covent-Garden; 

There to ſome houſe convenient would have carry d her, 
And then, dear ſoul | the devil ſhould have marry d her. 
But this our author thought too hard upon her; 

Beſides, his ſpark, forſooth, muſt have ſome honour | | 
The fool's a Fabuliſt, and deals in fiction; 
Or he had giv'n him vice, without reſtriction. . 1. 
/ Fable, all his characters partake, "YE 2 | 
Sir CHARLES is virtuous, and for virtue's ſake ; 

Mor vain, nor bluſt ring is the SOLDIER writ ; 

His Raxs has conſcience, modeſty, and wit. 

The ladies too | how oddly they appear |! 

His PxuvDsz is chaſte, and his CoquerT ſincere: 

In ſhort, ſo ſtrange a group, ne er trod the ftage, 

At once to pleaſe, and ſatirize the age | 

For You, ye Fair, his Muſe has chiefly ſung, 

'Tis You, have touch'd his heart, and tun'd his tongue. 

The ſex's champion, let the ſex defend, 

A ſoothing poet is a charming friend: 

Your favours, here beſtouw d, will meet reward, 

So, as you love dear flatt'ry, ſave your Bas. 

| | — 
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GENTLEMEN, 


FTER the variety of fortunes, that poor Gil. 

BL aAS has experienced upon the flage ; the praiſe 
and the diſpraiſe he has received; the mirth and the 
groans he has occaſioned; he throws himſelf into 
your cloſets, for your cooler and more deliberate 
opinions of him. He does not pretend to any extra- 
ordinary rank; but flatters himſelf, notwith/landing the 
plainneſs of his dreſs, that you will not think him too 
low for your acquaintance. He can ſay, without va- 
nity, that he could have been more witty, if he had been 
leſs natural : but, like a good ſervant, he thought more 


E 


To the T O W N. 


of condedling bis buſineſs, then of ſoewaing his parts. He 
hopes no greater intricacy will appear in that bufs neſs, 
than was neceſſary to produce entertaining ſituations, 
and make the diſcovery more pleaſing at laſt. Faults 
and defects he has many; but be humbly preſumes, 
that a good critic will no more expect perfection upon 
the lage, than a good man will in life. He confeſſes 
great obligations to his friends, and has no reſent- 
ment to his enemies. His deſire is to entertain you 
innocenily, and to be at all times, 


GENTLEMEN, 


Your moſt obedient ſervant. 


P R O- 


PROLOGUE. 


Spoken by Mr. WooDWARD, 
In the character of a Critic, wich a Catcall in his hand. 


A RE you all ready? Here's your muſic ! here !* 

Author, ſneak off, we'll tickle you, my dear. 

The fellow ſtop 7 me in a helliſh fright —- 

Pray, Sir, ſays he, muſt I be damn'd to-night ? 

Damn'd ! ſurely friend. Don't hope for our compliance ; 

Zounds, Sir ! a ſecond play's downright defiance. 

Though once, poor rogue, we pity'd your condition, 

Here's the true recipe for repetition. 

Well Sir, /ays he, e'en as you pleaſe, ſo then, 

I'Il never trouble you with plays again. 

But hark ye, poet |---won't you though, ſays I? 

Pon honour - Den we'll damn you, let me die. 

Shan't we, my bucks ? Let's take him at his word ; 

Damn bim; or by my ſoul, he'll write a third. 

The man wants money, I ſuppoſe—But mind ye 

Tell him you've left your charity behind ye. 

A pretty plea, His wants to our regard | 

As if we bloods had bowels for a bard | 

Befides, what men of ſpirit, now-a-days, 

Come to give ſober judgments of new plays ? 

It argues ſome good-nature to be quiet--- 

Good-nature I. Ay---But then we loſe a riot. 

The ſcribbling fool n may beg and make a fuſs, 

778 death to him — ll hat then 2---'Tis _ 70 Us. 

Don't 

* Blowing 115 catcall. 
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PROLOGUE 


Don't mind .mebough-=- Por all my fun and jokes, 
The bard may find us Bloods, Food mater d folks - 
Mo crabbed critics, foes to riſing merit; 

Write but with fire, and well applaud with fpirit. 
Our Author aims at no diſhoneſt ends, Y 
He knows no enemies, and boaſts ſome "Friends ; | 
He takes no methods down your throats to cram it, 


So if you like it, ſave it; if not---damn it. 


Dramatis "9", ag 


ISL M E N. 

Don Lewis Pacheco, Mr. Woopwarp. 

Don Felix de Mendoza, Mr. PALMER. 
Don Gabriel de Pedros, Mr. Sowpon. 
Sil Blas, ſervant to Aurora, Mr. GaRRIck. 

Melchior, ſervant to Don Lewis, Mr. Yares. 

Pedro, ſervant to Don Felix, Mr. SyuTER. 

WOMEN. 

Aurora, Mrs. PRITCHARD. 

Iſabella, Mrs. BENNET. 

Laura, woman to Aurora, Miſs MINORs. 

Beatrice, Iſabella's maid, Mrs. C Ross. 


Bernarda, one who letts lodgings, Miſs Pr r. 


S CEN E, Salamanca. 


611 


GIL BLAS. 
OY + 
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An apartment at BRRNAR PDA's. 


Enter GIL BLASs, with a portmanteau, and BaRNARDA. 


Ber. HIS is the room, ſignor: here, here! you may 
| | lay your portmanteau here. And now, young 
man, you are welcome to Salamanca. 

Gil. Thank you, thank you, ſignora. A pleaſant fort 
of a ſituation this! My maſter and I are not over nice; if 
things are neat, and the people handy about us, we may 
ſtay with you ſome time. | | 

Ber. I preſume, fignor--but I never aſk queſtions. What 
people have a mind to tell, it would be rude not to hear, 
you know--But I preſume, you are come to purſue your 
ſtudies ? 8 8 | 
In * '. == 
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things; 2 my likely we ſhall dabble a little before we 
go. But my maſter, fignora, my maſter may want you. 
He's horribly fatigued I'm afraid. As fox myſelf—-the con- 
verſation of an agreeable warn to be fure--(Powing) But 
I don't know how it is, this college air has made me a 
little thoughtful. I would be alone. 

Ber. Nay, ſignor, heaven forbid that I ſhould diſturb 
you. We ſhan't fall out, I believe. You look like a ſober, 
diſcreet young man--T'Il. attend your maſter, and come 
back t'you preſently. . C3) ; 3 Lh.. 

Gil. And come back t'you preſently | What the devil 
do theſe women ſee in Me, that I always get into their 
good graces ſo? But now for a little thinking. From Madrid 
to Salamanca in eighteen hours! Why, what a madcap is 
this miſtreſs of mine] Here has ſhe ſtept into breeches; 
left her friends in the lurch; truſted no one with her ſe- 
cret; and, with only her woman and myſelf, poſted to 
Salamanca. Can this be a frolic? No, faith. A hundred 
and eight miles, and the worſt road in all Spain, is rather 
too much for a frolic. Love then | Ay, ay, love muſt be 
the thing. Let a mettled girl but once get That in her 
head, and the labours of Hercules are no more than a game 
at romps to her. Love let it be then. But where's the 
man? There I confeſs my ſagacity is at fault. And yet 
with a little vanity now, I could be mighty unaccountable 
in my gueſs. Says my lady Aurora at Madrid--and ſhe 
called me into her room too--Gil Blas, can you be faithful ? 
Have you a regard for your miſtreſs? Will you fly with me 
to Salamanca ? I have a ſecret that will ſurprize you. From 
the firft day too that I entered into her fervice--- 
Ber. (Within) Signor Gil Blas! 


Gil. 


- 
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© Gil Who calls there?-—She diſtinguiſhed me with 


favours; loaded me with praiſes ; enquired into my family; 
lamented my ſervitude ; admired my addreſs ; courted my 
good opinion; ſmiled at me; nodded at me; winked at 
—_— muſt be ſome meaning in all this 

Ber. (Within) Signor Gil Blas! Where are you, fignor 
Gil Blas? 

Gil. Here! here! A pox of your ſcreaming | What a 

delicious dream has this hag mterrapted! 


S CE N E IL 


Re-enter BERNARD A. — 


Ber. O, ſignor] are you here? They told me you were 
gone down fin Well, to be ſure! this maſter of yours-— 
this friend I mean--- 

Gil. There you have hit it, fignora, you have hit it=—— 
But has he ſaid any thing of Me, pray ? 

Ber. Said any thing 1 Why, he talks of n elſe. 
Signora Bernarda, fays he, take care that Gil Blas be well 
treated. I have the greateſt regard for him. He is every 
ching! in the world to me. 

Gil. Gratitude, ſignora; only a little gratitude for good 
offices. I ſerve my maſter with advice, and he pays me 
with friendſhip ; that's all. 

Ber. Well, how prettily was that ſaid now | But as I was 
faying---O, to be ſure, he's a ſweet gentleman And 
there's fignor Lopez too 

Gil. (Afide) A chambermaid in breeches. | 

Ber. He may wear what dreſs he pleaſes, but his looks 
are too good for a valet de chambre. Some man of faſhion, 
I ſuppoſe? 


7 4 | Gil, 
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Gil. Of a very ancient family, fignora ; a little reduced 
or ſo, 

Ber. Poor gentleman But he's happy i in ſuch a friend. 


I had a friend too, but he forſook me; and fo I'm reduced 
to lett lodgings. 'But let me tell you, young man---(The 


bell rings, and Bernarda is called from within) 1 never 2 


a room to any but people of „ 

( itbin) Signora Bernarda! 315 

Ber. Nothing but hurry in chis 0 (ue bel aig 
again) Preſently, preſently !-—Your maſter is a man of qua- 
hty, I fuppoſe ? But I aſk no queſtions. | 


Gil. Nor will give any anſwers, I ſee. 5 [Angrily 
Ber. Don't be in a paſſion, young man. . bell rings 
again) Coming | coming | Exit. 


Gil. (Muſfing) Take care that Gil Blas be well nt 
4 have the greateſt regard for him He is every thing in 


© the world to me Thoſe were the words, I think But 


they meant nothing to be ſure. Friendſhip — ; a little 
of the platonic or ſo; but no love; not a bit of that. And 
yet now I could fancy myſelf born to be a great man. She 


called me to her yeſterday at the inn, and could not ſpeak 


for bluſhing. A ſoft fign that We have another lodging 


too in the next ſtreet. Well and what then? Why, only 


that Somebody's to be maſter there. If ſhe ſhould be really 
ſmitten with myperſon and underſtanding! But, a pox on't, 


J have been making love to the chambermaid. What's to 
be done there? Her lady muſt not be diſturbed Jealauſy” 1 


an unruly paſſion. The girl ſhall be N for. — ves; ; 
ſhe 1 be provi r. 111113 


1 


SCENE 


"3 351 5 1211 £ 81 8 C EN E III. 
Enter LAURA in boy's clothes. 


Lan. (Slapping him on the froulder) What are you think- 
ing of, Gil Blas; 

. Oh, Laura l is it ir you? How d'you do, child m 
a little buſy. | 

Lau. Hey-day | Is any thing the matter with you 2 

Gil. Why, look you, child: when men of —— 
Wem themſelves from company, they are not to be 
broke in upon. People ſhould allow them their thoughtful 
moments, 

Lau. Ha! A diſorder in your head, e And ſo 
you don't love me? 

Gil. A citizen of the world oe love every bod y. We 
are all links of the ſame chain, Laura; but times and cir- 
cumſtances are ſubject to change And ſo, in mch 
world's a very fickle ſort of a world. 

om Very fickle indeed. But I'm n you don: t love 

1 ain to have made a fool of you. 

| Gil That's a fib, huſſy. — of my appearance 
are not to be play ed tricks with by chambermaids. But a 
word in your ear, child. I — to ſhow myſelf a little 
in Salamanca; and if the ladies ſhould happen to walk with 
their eyes open---why, you mult make yourſelf as eaſy as 
you can. Upon my honour I'll come back, if I can't do 
better. 

Lau. And upon My honour, yl forgive you i you can. 
Gil. But how does travelling agree with you, Laura? 
Lan Juſt as loving does with You. I am tired. 

Gil. Like enough, faith. But how does donna Aurora ? 


Lau. In as high ſpirits as when ſhe left Madrid. Ah, 


Gil 
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Gil Blas! if Vou loved Me, as well as I en She loves 


Somebody - - 
Gil. Ha has ſhe ſaid any thing? 
Lau. A hint or ſo: but You are her favourite, and to 


know all preſently. | 
Gil. Hem! 80 I ſuppoſe, child. Mic to be ſure it is 
Not me. [ Afide, and firutting. 


Lau. Hey-day | What does the coxcomb ſwell at? 
Gil. Hark you, Laura - -If ever I live to be a great man, 
you ſhall be provided for. 

Lau. The jackanapes | Why, you don't think my lady 
Aurora in love with You ? 

Gil. With Me! In love with Me! Ha, ha, ha! Why 
{ſhould ſhe be in love with me? And yet ſtranger things 
have happened, child. 

Lau. Is it poſſible the fellow ſhould boi in earneſt? (Afrde.) 

*Tis mighty well, Sir! And fo all your fine promiſes are 
come to this 

Gil. Why, look you, child. As to promiſes - -You ſhall 
be provided for; fo don't cry. 

Lau. The gudgeon, what a ſwallow he has! 2 

Gil. What are you thinking of, Laura? 

Lau. That you are a mercenary wretch, and that my 
eyes are open, at laſt. Ves, yes, tis plain enough now, 
what we came to Salamanca for. (/Angrily.) But will you 
really deſert me, Gil Blas? 

Gil. Deſert you! What a thought was there indeed 
Don't I tell you, you ſhall be provided for? Your lady 
ſhall be a friend too. I have ſome intereſt with her, I 5 
lieve. (Strutting about) But mum! Here ſhe comes. Don't 
be a fool and ſpoil all now. 

Tau. I ſhall certainly die, if I don't laugh. [ Afae. 
+ | SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
Euter AuroORa, in boy's clothes, and BERN ARDA. 
Aur. Nay, as for that, ſignora, I don't diſlike the 


partments. Hark Lo Gil Blas. You muſt away to the 


a 

other lodgings for the ſmall portmanteau. And be ſure you 

get every thing in readineſs. But if you would oblige me, 

return immediately. I have a ſecret for you of the laſt im- 

portance. Remember to make haſte back.  [ Spare. 
Gil. Yes, Sir. If you would oblige me! Laſt im- 


portance ! --- Return immediately! (Aſide.) I'll be back in 


a moment, Sir. | [ Exit. 

Aur. For you, Lopez; I ſhall dreſs in a quarter of an 
hour; ſo ſee that every thing is in readineſs. 

Lau. When you pleaſe, Sir. _ [ Extt. 

Aur. But if don Lewis ſhould diſappoint you, fignora | 

Ber. He never diſappoints me. His baggage came yeſ- 
terday ; and I expect him every moment. Oh! he's the 
ſweeteſt gentleman ! You'll be ſo happy together 

Aur. I have heard often of him. But they ſay he pur- 
ſues the ladies at Salamanca rather cloſer than his ſtudies. 
Ber. Nay, as for that matter ---- But I ſay nothing. 

People that lett lodgings muſt not tell tales. He's a ſweet 
— and may have his gallantries, for any thing L 
now. | 

Aur. A good many, Iſuppoſe. But you are to be truſted, 

a.. 

Ber. I thank heaven, Sir. What one ſees, one ſees, 
you know: but madam Iſabella would not walk ſo proud- 
ly, if her ſecret was not in fate keeping. 

Aur. Iſabella! O! I had forgot. Is not ſne ——? 


Ber: 
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Ber. The old advocate's daughter, Sir. But don Lewis 
may be miſtaken. 


Aur. D'you think fo? 

Ber. Nay, I think nothing, and ſay nothing. He may 
fancy he has her all to himſelf. But it is not my way to 
tell tales. 

Aur. Nor mine to aſk queſtions. We are the beſt met 
in the world for that, ſignora. You can keep ſecrets, and 
I want to know none. Is ſhe handſome ? | 

Ber. Handſome | She knows how to dreſs, Sir. But if a 
certain perſon, that ſhall be nameleſs, did not neglect herſelf 
a little --- Her ladyſhip and I are pretty near of an age, I 
believe. She has a great ſpirit though. 

Aur. Has ſhe ſuch a ſpirit ? 

Ber. The devil of a ſpirit, Sir. And then for intrigue! 
— But I ſay nothing. 

Aur. And yet it vexes you, that don Lewis ſhould be fo 
deceived ? 

Ber. There's the thing, Sir. Why, he believes her as 
conſtant as a turtle. But between you and me, I never 
liked his friend don Gabriel. 

Aur. Has his friend been falſe too ? 

Ber. It is no buſineſs of mine, Sir: but people will talk. 
There have been ſtrange doings in don Lewis's abſence. 
This Gabriel, you muſt know, is his confidant with the 
lady --- But 11 nothing to do with their intrigues. 

Aur. You talk like a diſcreet woman, ſignora. 

Ber. 1 thank heaven, Sir, for what I am. I live as you 
ſee; and lett the beſt lodgings in Salamanca. You are 
in a houſe of reputation, Sir, and your ſecrets will be fafe. 

Aur. So I ſee, indeed. (Aſdde.) Iſabella is not handſome 


then? 


25 | . 
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Ber. Not over and above, Sir. A bad woman too; Ma 
very bad woman. 
Aur. They don't think don Lewis will marry her? 

Ber. Out upon her ! Marry her! No, no, he knows 
better; and _ he's too wild a ſpark to think of mar- 
rying any y. 

"Aur. So I'm afiaid, indeed. ke You ſhall nid 
me to him, fignora. 

Ber. By all means, Sir. You will be the ſweeteſt com- 
pany | But fuch doings | Thank heaven, I am not fo young 
as I was! -— For I have had my temptations” as well as 
others. 


Aur. Ay, ſignora; and ors given them too, or I am 


miſtaken. 


Ber. Nay, as to that -— But I am turned of thirty --- 
Would you think it, Sir? I am turned of thirty — But I 
was always diſcreet. | | 
Aur. You may thank heaven * 2 ſignora; for ai 
cretion 1s not always a woman's virtue. ; 


SCENE . 


| 2 Shear Lana, 
hut now Lopes 72: ee eee 
Lau. Only for the portmanteau, . | 
Aur. Stay a moment. I ſhall' call for you by-and-by, 
ſignora. (To Bernarda.) But be ſure you come and tell me 


when don Lewis arrives. 
Ber. Heavens bleſs you both | But many an aking heart 
will be left behind you in Salamanca. © © © [Exit. 
Lau. And now what news, madam? - | 
Aur. Only that don Lewis has a miſtreſs here. 
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Lau. A ſcore of them, I'll warrant you. Did you imagine 
he came hither only to ſtudy ? 

Aur. Tis We are come to ſtudy, I'm amid. (Sighe. ) 
Ours is a wild ſcheme, Laura. 

Lau. Let it be ſucceſsful, and no matter. 

Aur. You have not ſaid any thing to Gil Blas Bk 

Lau. Not a ſyllable, madam; and for a TIES reaſon, 
I am glad ont. 

Aur. What reaſon, prithee ? 

Lau. Another time, — 4s EG he comes. 

Aur. Do you withdraw then. I am aſhamed to let him 
into the ſecret, but there's nothing to be dorie without him. 

Lau. Ha | (Looking out) Let me die if the fellow has not 
gone and powdered himſelf! [Afrde, and exit. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Gil Bl as, powdered and dreſſed, with a porrmanteau. | 
Aur. So ſoon returned, and dreſſed too, Gil Blas | But 


you are always expeditious. 

Gil. To obey a lady's commands, madam ; and yours 
above all others. There's a willingneſs in ſuch obedience, 
that turns fatigue to pleaſure. 

Aur. Why, you are an abſolute courtier, Gil Blas! But 
I told you I had a ſecret for you -- -Heigh l ho | Come from 
the door a little, and tell me if I may truſt you. 

Gil. If you doubt me, madam ] — 

Aur. No Gil Blas; I think you have a regard for me. 1 
have found in you an underſtanding above the condition of 
a ſervant ; and I know too, that by birth and education, 
you have a right to better employment. From this moment 


you are my friend. Will you be my end. Gil Blas? 


Gil. 
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that--- I don't know --- You have made me---But won't 
you go on, madam ? 

Aur. I know not how, Gil Blas. I am a woman, and I 
find have all the frailties of a woman. 

Gil. For heaven's fake !--- - 

Aur. Yet why ſhould love be called a frailty ? But ho 
ſo raſh a love! ſo forward! ſo liable to cenfure! I bluſh to 
own the folly I have been guilty of. 

Gil. Is it my condition, madam ?---I am a ſervant, tis 
true - But then---why let them cenſure---let thin 
cenſure, madam-- - 


Aur. I know you are to be truſted ; and it may lie in your | 


care and ſecreſy to make me happy. 

Gil. In mine, madam !---To make You happy ?---Is it 
poſſible? 

Aur. Has Laura told you nothing? 

Gil. Not a ſyllable. It was matter of diverſion to her. 
But, fays I, ns things have happened. My lady 
Aurora. fays ]---- 

Aur. You could not gueſs it ſure ? 

Gil. She laughed at me only for hinting it. 

Aur. And what was your hint ? 

Gil. Nay, madam, I am but a ſervant ; and till I know 
it from your own lips _ 

Aur. But you'll blame me, I am afraid. Nay, all the 
world will blame me. 

Gil.” Love, madam, is a great leveller, we all know. But 
where the object is ſo very unworthy -- -- 

Aur. Unworthy did you ſay? Why unworthy ? 


Gil. Not abſolutely unworthy, I muſt needs own. But 


os honour is ſo high, madam [-— 0 
9812 | a 


Gil. Your faithful ſervant for ever, madam - - and one 
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Aur. So high ! What mean you ? He may have a raed 
faults of eat, perhaps; but his virtues --- 

Gil. O, lord, madam |! --- | : 

_ Aur. Nay, nay, he has a thouſand virtues. ae 

Gil. All of your own making, indeed, 3 --- But 
upon my knees I conjure you! (Kneels) open your whole 
heart to me! We'll fly to the fartheſt corner of the world 
to hide your bluſhes. 

Aur. Nay, Gil Blas — If don Lewis and I come to- 
gether, there will be no great need of Uuſbing; or of hiding 
either. 

Gil. Don Lewis did you fay, madam ?--Don Laws? 

Aur. You ſeem ſurprized, Gil Blas 

Gil. A little, madam--I did not once think of don Lak, 
I muſt own. 

Aur. Not think of him ! Who was it you thought of ? 

Gil. I believe, I was a little abſent, madam. 
© Aur, That's ſtrange methinks! Do ny know don Lewis? 

Gil. Don Lewis Pacheco? 


Aur. Ay. 
Gil. 1 have ſeen him, madam. un yes, the man's 
found A uA lae. 


Aur. Seen him] You are REI 1 Gil Blas! 
but what I am going to tell you will ſurprize you more. 

Gil Nay, Affen as to that can't be much more 
furprized. | | 

Aur. T have oily den him neither : 1 1 25 believe he 
does not ſo much as know me. 

Gil. Indeed, madam |! 

Aur. But from the inſtant he caught my eyes, I Ge. a 
paſſion for him fo ſtrong, that all my reſolution ſinoe has 
not been able to conquer it. I told Laura of my love 


Gil. 
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Sil. Laura, Madam |-- O, the jade [ Afade. 


Aur. Why not? What objection was there to Laura's 


knowing it? 
Gil. Objection! None at all, madam--no acai 


go ON. 


his temper and Sa She acquitted herſelf ſo well, 
and brought me ſuch flattering accounts of him, that I 
grew deſperate ; and hearing he was immediately returning 
to Salamanca to finiſh his ſtudies, I determined, in this diſ- 
guiſe, to be here before him, and in the very houſe where 
he's to lodge. But now comes my ſcheme--Don't be fo 
amazed till you have heard me out. 

Gil. A little puzzled or ſo--But the ſcheme by all means, 
madam, 

Aur. My brother, you know, was with the army abroads 
and has been too long abſent from Madrid for don Lewis 


to have any knowledge of him. For this reaſon I made 


bold to borrow his name; and under the manly appearance 
of don Felix de Mendoza, I intend an intimate acquaint- 
ance with don Lewis. At the other lodgings--- 

Gil. Ay, madam, what there? | 

Aur. There I am to be myſelf; with 77 as my 
duenna, juſt come from the country, in our way to Madrid. 
Here I am don Felix in breeches ; and There his twin: ſiſter, 
donna Aurora, in petticoats. Here I ſhall talk to him of 
myſelf; and There he ſhall be introduced to an D' you 
conceive me ? 

Gil. Perfectly, madam. O, love, love, what fools do 
you make of us! (Aſide.) When do you expect him! 


Aur. To-day: every moment. You- 1 as if the 


dans did not pleaſe you. 


Aur. 1 told her of 1 my love, * bad her enquire into 
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Gil. O, mightily, madam! mightily indeed! Philoſophy 
I thank thee! I am coming to myſelf again. (Afide) I like 
it: there's ſpirit in't: and I'll aſſiſt you with my life. 
Aur. Thank you, Gil Blas. And whether we ſucceed 
or not, it ſhall be a ſervice you ſhan't repent of--But huſk | 
we arc interrupted. 


SCENE VIL 


Enter Bzxnanpa haſtily, and Lauga. 


Ber. News! news, Sir! I told you how 'twould be. 
The don's arrived, and will kiſs your hands as ſoon as he 
is dreſſed. Oh! ſuch a couple of you | But I fay nothing; 
only heaven defend the poor women in Salamanca | 

Aur. And did you tell him, fignora--I mean, did you 
pay him my compliments? 

Ber. Did I? To be ſure I did, the very inſtant I had op- 
portunity. He knows your family perfectly, he ſays--- 
Aur. Ha! 

Ber. Though he has not the honour to know don Felix. 
Aur. Then all's well again. ¶ÜAlde. 
Ber. No matter; you'll be ſoon enough acquainted for 

miſchief, I'll warrant you. 

Aur. Does he dine at home ? 

Ber. If he can be honoured with Your company, he fays. 
(The bell rings.) Coming! coming | 


Aur. Il certainly attend him. [Bell rings again. 
Ber. Coming, I ſay! Nothing but hurry in this houſe | 
n 


Lau. Vou look pale, madam. | 
Aur. Sick, fick, Laura! quite fick! Would I were at 


Madrid gin! | 
"Law. 
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Lau. Courage! courage, madam | What, deſpair of vic- 
tory before the engagement! Methinks Gil Blas looks a 
little pale too. L 
Gil. Oh! the ſlut! 2222 
Aur. What's the matter, Gil Blas ? 
Gil. With me, madam? Nothing in the world, madam. 


I was thinking that--only a little concerned to * you fo 
out of ſpirits. 


Lau, Ha ha, ha! And ſo the ſtory took a wrong turn | 


[Apart to Gil Blas. 
Gil. Hark you, kufſy--one word to your miſtreſs, and I 
deſert the cauſe. Apart. 


Aur. Nay, nay, no whifocring We have not time. 
Is every thing ready in my room? (To Laura.) I muſt in, 
and dreſs this moment. Would this meeting were well 
over | for I have but a woman's heart after all. 

Lau. Never fear, madam. He does not know don Fe- 
lix. 

Aur. The certainty of That gives me ſome hopes. 

Gil. Every thing muſt 5 e upon your own beha- 
viour, madam. 

Aur. For which reaſon, you, Gil Blas, are from chis 
inſtant to converſe with don Felix with all the impertinent 
freedom of a favourite ſervant. 

Gil. Very well, madam. Moſt noble don Felix, I'm your 
ſlave. 

Lau. Why, there now | how caly my lady has made 
your part! And yet how the man looks | Ha, ha, hal 

Aur. No laughing, I beſeech you. By which means, 
whenever you ſee me diſconcerted, you can turn the diſ- 
courſe, and give me time to recover. The ſame good turn, 
you, Laura, can do don Felix's filter, in the watchful office 
of her . Gil. 
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Gil. Right, madam.” And ſne'll become the offie&ad- 


| weh. b Ernie fixed r eee ond D446 7 2 e 
P Lac. Til aſfure you, SirTTTTrE 140 a err. 

:- Aur. I ſee twill do. My wi irits are retürning! 4 

Gil. But ſtill he muſt ſee you again and again. * 
Aur. Perhaps not. But to guard againſt the worſt, run 
immediately to the mn, and order three poſt-horſes to be 
kept ready, laddled, that we may vaniſh the very une we 
ſee occafſion. 

Gil. The very thing, madam l 1 1 go immediately. 

Aur. You muſt be back" to wait at dinnet though... 

Gil. Without fail. { Dont Lav | 
Aur. And now to an myſelf for the fad of b. 
Come, Laura. IVE 268 4 
Tau. Ha, ha hal Pluck up a little courage, #5 and 
don't look fo-diſconſolate. - Things did go a s 
to be ſure - but I wor t tell. (Etz and re-eriters.) Ati 

ſecond thoughts; if don Lewis and my lady ſhould 
happen to diſagree, 'who knows but- -*However, we'll talk 
of that another tim Exit, ug 1 0 85 

Gil. So, ſol I have food myſelf to bre tune? 
vanity * vanity —A canker upon this tongve of m fo 
blabbing to Laura. I was to Vide for Ber, With A pox |! 
Now will ſhe'betray me to her miſtreſs, and add a thouſand 
lies, by way of decoration, I can't Tard it Ne. IHe'en 
ſteal off, and leave them to ſhift for themſelves ut hold ! 
hold] Will that be honourable? Has not my lady Aurora 
truſted me with her ſecret ? And won't ſhe ſtand 1 eed 
of my advice ? But then to ſtay and be the butt of a cham- 
bermaid ! That ſtings.” No; eis not in philofophy to bear 
that. But hold again Does my lady know WI . als 1 
* been ? Why, no. Ay, but Wel this Laura! The ſe- 

| eret's 
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cret's too good to be kept, that's certain. Well! tis but 
denying it, and the matter at leaſt remains doubtful. 1 
muſt humour her, and pretend love to her. Ay, ay, that 
will do. Aurora muſt be ſerved ; I have promiſed, and 
will A So now I am m myſelf again. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Mreniox, bruſhing a hat, and ſinging. 


Mel. Not a petticoat fring d, or the heel of a ſhoe, 
Ever paſs d me by day- light, but at it I few. 
Gil. I ſhould know that voice, ſure. 
Mel. Gil Blas! 
Gil. What, Melchior | My old Friend and n | 
at Toledo | 
Mel. And as hearty as ever, boy. Kiſs me. 
Gil. But what in the devil's name brought you hither ? | 
Mel. A partiality for the ſciences. I was always of a 
thoughtful turn, you know; mightily addicted to be wiſe : 
and 10 my maſter and I are come hither to finiſh our ſtudies. 
Gil. And who may be your maſter, pray? <4 
Mel. The noble don Lewis Pacheco. And we live as 
merry as the morning lark, boy. But what ſervice are You 
in, Gil Blas? for 1 — you wear the badge ſtill. 
Gil. A whim, Melchior; only a whim. I live in friend- 
ſhip with don Felix de Mendoza. Your e and he and 


I are to be very intimate. 


Mel. Gil Blas! 
Gil. Hal 


Mel. Why, they have not cured you. Do you remem- 
ber old ſtories ? 


Sil. Ay; and have learnt philoſophy enough to hk 
I 4 


at 
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at them. But come, a hiftory | a biſtory | I muſt know 
your adventures, Melchior. 
Mel. Would not a glaſs of Malaga do better before dinner? 

Eil. Your adventures firſt, if you pleaſe, Sir. _ 

Mel. Faith, as for adventures, a few trifling ſervices, and 
as few crifling intrigues make up the catalogue---in Spain 
I mcan. But I have been in England, boy. 

Gil. In England! And do they live — as We do ? 

Mel. Ay, and die there as You may do. A former maſter 
of mine and I had like to have died there. A pox upon the 
people | If a man would live by his wits among them, he 
muſt die by the law. | 

Gil. And who was that maſter, pray? =. 

Mel. His name d'you mean? O] a great count I'll aſſure 
you : a moſt finiſhed gentleman : one that could travel the 
world over, and carry his fortune in his fingers - - -Preſto | 
begone and ſnap, a nobleman's purſe is in your own 

et. 

Gil. And how were you received in England ? 

Mel. O! faith, mighty well. To do them juſtice, the 
Engliſh are a very good ſort of people. If you — t dive 
too deep into their pockets, they are mighty fond of having 
them picked by ſtrangers. 

Gil. But what company did you ko? 

Mel. The beſt, you muy be fre. We had a paſport to all 
the people of rank. | 

Gil. And what was that? 

Mel. Play, my boy ; the bh to every great man's door 
in England. Sometimes indeed, merit, title, or fortune may 
iatroduce a ſtranger to notice; but the ſureſt recommenda- 
tion is play; do but Play deep, and you rank with the beſt 


of them. 
Gil. 
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Gil. But their women, Melchior! how are their women? 
Mel. Why, that's a queſtion I cap hardly anfwer. We 
married a few of them: 4 are mighty fond of ſtrangers, 
you muſt know; but we did not live Joke enough with our 
wives, to make a trial of their tempers. 

Gil. You are a great rogue, Melchior. 

Mel. Ay, Gil Blas; if Your honeſty was but equal to My 
knavery, I ſhould have a pretty good opinion of you. But, 
faith, I am naturally honeſt ; I do but copy my maſters. 

Gil. You muſt mend, Sir, you muſt mend---And I don't 
care if I go in with you, and drink a glaſs to your refor- 
mation. 

Mel. And to the reformation of our malten; for if yours 
is ſuch a wencher as mine, we ſhall have but bad examples. 

Gil. We muſt ſet them then, we muſt ſet them ; fo —_ 
along. I can ſtay but a moment though. You are a 
gs na goin gal (ea, 
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Enter Gu. Bus, and Lana in > Road duale. 7-261 
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OTHING: but jollity all dicks timer And theait * 

ſuch profeſſions of friendſhip, and ſuch ſchemes for 
raking | - - Faith, to my mind though, my lady Aurora's the 
cleverer fellow of the two. 


Lau. At her tongue you mean. But what have they 
talked about ? 
Gil. Wenching. What ſhould: they talk about? The 
devil's in theſe women, when they ſtep into breeches. She 
has boaſted of ſuch exploits I was forced: to give her a 
nod now and then to hold her hand; for don Lewis will 
certainly ſmoak the Woman, by her want of conſeience:'| 7 
| Lau. Til aſſure you, ſaueebox l But how did you feel 
: yourſelf, Gil Blas? Did not Ge i of don Lewis diſ- 
compoſe you? > 
Gil. Nay, prithee-n now an N I 
Lau. Only a little. — danch 
Gil. Have you no mercy, huſſy? 
Lau. Ha, ha, ha! Stay till I have done laughing, and 
perhaps I may find a little. But hark you, Gil Blas | it mat 


ters had turned out as you and I ſhrewdly ſuſpected, would 
you n have provided for me ? 


Git. 
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Gil. Will the wench never have done ? Zounds! can't 
a man miſtake? Humanum eft errare, There's latin for 
you; you ſlut; and the | is, clit a very wiſe 
man may be an aſs — 

Lau. And ſo fine a ſcholar too? That's a pity. But you 
love me again now, I ſuppoſe? 

Gil. Moſt violently, by this hand. (Taking her hands) Nay, 
prithee, don't be coy; "Twas but a little _ from virtue. 
Has: Your virtue never made a ſlip, child? A 

Lau. Not that you ſhall , 1 Sir. But how if I 
ſhould ſuffer you to kneel to me once more? Ah! Gil 
Blas l theſe women of quality will never Jet TD alpng⸗ 
I'm afraid: 
| _ You wa't hes done chen d One a more, and Ki 
van 

Lau. Ha, ha, hal Come, I. have. done, I hav e done. : 
Here's my hand upon't. { 117208 bal 

Gil. And mine. Vou muſt:{wear gr chough, ne neyer even 
to: think of what an aſs Thave been. Ibare been an aſs, . 
and there's an end on ti. 

Lau. Agreed; agreed... Andi now vou ſhall gallant me 
to the other lodgings. 711 7d 2 * 

Gil. But not a word to oy lady. Thar J the firſt, par 
of the condition. a | $ x | 

Tau. e | To 15 

Gil. That the laugh's out; and Ihear no more on't. So. 
away, away; for I muſk be back i in a a mk. Exaunt. 
: 19171 10? 2v 6} N 
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SCENE Wi 


Draws, — ee "Dax. Laws. and Avon over. 
a Bottle. | 


Don Lew. Ha, ha, hal And fo the- brother would nat 
fight ? | 


, He did not like me, I believe. J wore a e 
in my hat, and had ſeen ſome ſervice, you know. I was 
reckoned pretty good at a home thruſt too; and theſe are 
circumſtances that your modern fine gentlemen don't ilk 
fo well. 

Don Lew. But what ſaid the old banker - Fer father I 

Aur. There's a form, you know, for fathers upon ſuch 
occaſions; a form I ought to remember I'm ſure; for I 
have had it repeated to me by thirty or forty of chem. It 
runs pretty much in this manner : Sir, you have ruined my 
daughter, and diſhonoured my family; a family; Sir! 
And ſo on; a good deal hls the family = And, for a 
concluſion, you muſt make amends by marriage. 

Don Lew. And you anſwered in form too, I heat; * 

Aur. By a ſhort negative, and a ow bow : "ng: the 
affair ended. | „ IL RIO 

Don Lew. But what became of the 8 n 

Aur. She ſtole to me the next day, and exiad «little 2 
but I am a bitter bad comforter : I can't bear to ſee a wo- 
man in diſtreſs. Beſides, I was fo engaged with half a 
dozen of her acquaintance, that I could not aſk her to fit 
down. You may find her in a nunnery, I ſuppoſe, count- 
ing her beads, and weeping over the vanities « the world. | 
Thoſe nunneries are vaſtly 8 to ſuch ale as you and 5 
me, don Lewis. 


Don 
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Don Lew. Faith, I think lo. A quarter, 
Le. ii 
Aur. Yes, always: : wh I never ooh" after the engage- 
mefit's oper. But what's to be done here?) T'ean't drink. 
I told you I never drink. 
Don Lew. But I muſt, 1 fuppok3 unleſs. you make me 


a a ſecond in Your engagements. 
Aur. Nay, nay, that won't dos. I wu BYE under 
Your generalſhip in Salamanca. 


Don Lew. Faith, not under mine. I am a mere huſ- 
band in love. If. 1 have amiſtzefs that can be faithful, I 
pitch my tent there, and cry peace to all the World. 

Aur. Till the 50 * you, 1 Wr Lou have a 
miſtreſs then? 4d 

Don Lew. Ay and a kind one, 

Aur. And her name is --- Iſabella. 

Don Lew. Hal. Do you deal with the devil, don Felix? 

Aur, A ſmall agent of his. III enten, you are 
coming. 

Don 3 Hold! hold, Sir! Are you acquainted with 

her?- nat 
| * No, faith, pho * | 
Den Lew. Who told you of her ? 
Aur. Has ſhe a ſiſter? Or will you introduce. me to *% 
maid? I can ann the garret, if the old advocate 
comes. 
Don Lew. If che old advocate comes | Did not- you tell 
me, you arrived here only this morning ? 

Aur. About half an hour before you. 

Don Lew. And ſo knowing already? 

Aur. In amours only: but I'll unriddle, I'll aaeidale. 
You commended My flow, that waited upon us at dinner, 

That 
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That fellow has more intelligence than the in quiſition : Il 
pit him for a ſecret, againſt all the prieſts in > Spain, "He 
knows of your friend don Gabriel too. 

Don Lew. He knows no ill of him, I'm ſure. | 

Aur, Only that he's your confidant with Iſabella. 

Don Lew. And the moſt faithful in the world. Don 
Gabriel is a gentleman of family, though without fortune; 
2 man of probity and honour. I ſent to him this morning; 
I wonder he is not come yet, You ſhall be acquainted with 
him. 


Aur. I thank you, Sir. And does he viſit Iſabella, in 
Your abſence ? | 
Don Lew. Conſtantly. He's my ambaſſador to her. 
Aur. Tis a nice truſt, A 6-8 I am for no ſeconds 
with a miſtreſs. 
| ? Don Lew. You'll be of another mind, when you know 
im. 
Aur. May be ſo. But don't miſtake me: I only tell 
you that Gil Blas is in your ſecret, Where he got it I — t 
know. 
Don Lew. From the devil, 1 ſuppoſe, or Iſabella's maid, 
I know of none elſe that could tell him. But can he keep 
as well as find? 
Aur. From every body but his maſter. He's the moſt 
faithful fellow living. I do nothing without him. 
Dn Lew. Mine is ſuch a ſot, I dare not ſend him upon 
a common meſſage. Will you lend me yours, for a note 


to Iſabella? 


Aur. Ha! Ay. Or il go myſelf. Won't that be as 
well ? 


Don Lew. For the lady perhaps. 


Aur. Nay, if you doubt my honeſty Who waits there? 
Gil Blas! SCENE 
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Enter (Gu Bias. 1 ID 
Gil. Did e Sie? 2497 a 147 ao 

| Aur. Ay : don Lewis has employnient: FR you. And, 

N you hear, Sir? the beſt ſervice you can 1. your maſter, 

will be your faithfulneſs to his friend. | | 

Don 3 You are very obliging, don Felix, 

Gil. And what are your honour's commands, Sir? 

Don Lew. Only to deliver a letter. You are a ly rogue, 
Gil Blas. | 

Aur. Aſk if it is not to Habella.' Abe art to Gil Blas. 

Gil. To madam Iſabella, I ſuppoſe ?--Hem! 

Don Lew. A deviliſh fly rogue. But remember, Sir, 
that the ſecret goes no father: | 1 ſhall find you here, don 
Felix? A ſhort note will do. 

Aur. Is long a one as you pleaſe. I am not going out, 

you know. _ Exit don Lawis 

Gil. What ſecret s this, 593 Rh And who is Iſabella? 

Aur. A miſtreſs of don Lewis; an advocate's daughter 

in town. Bernarda told me of her; but I have given You 

the merit of the diſcovery, to bring you into employment. 

If he ſounds you about it, Kanes to know 1 thing, 


and ſay nothing. 
Sil. I'll warrant you. Bu am 1 to deliver the eter, 
+ . 1 off 3: L 41 1011117 


Aur: By all means; and to a honeſtly by, don Lewis, 
Gil. Honeſtly, madam! 
Aur. Ay, honeſtly : that's your cue at preſent. . 
Gil. Nay, wRA ay 7 et Wr thing 171 the good 
of the cauſe. II 
U u | Aue. 
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Aur. And bring me an account of the lady; of her 
perſon and wit; how old ſhe is; with what other intel- 
ligence you can get. | - 

Gil. I'll do't, madam. But how go matters here? 

Aur. Juſt as you ſaw at dinner; all friendſhip and 
confidence. I mall tell him of my ſiſter 8 Is 
Laura at the other lodgings ? | 

Gil. And dreſſed for the duenna, madam. 


Aur. Huſh! here comes don Lewis. 


SCENE IV. 


Re-enter Don LEWIS. 


Don Lew. There, Sir. | Giving a letter to Gil Blas.) You 
ſee the direction. But remember that Iſabella's the daugh- 
ter, and not the father. My fellow would have needed 
the caution, I'm ſure. 


Gil. And fo, if the daughter is from home, I may leave 
it with the father, Sir ? [ Bowing. 
Aur. Right, Gil Blas. But you need not fear him. {To 
don Lewis.] Is he to deliver it into her own hands? 
Don Lew. Or to her maid's. He'll be called up, if the 
old fellow is abroad.- You are to be My ſervant, Sir. 
il. Hired at Madrid, the day before your honout ſet 
out: for women will aſk queſtions. I'll fly, Sir. [ Exit. 
Don Lew. A lively fellow this! But you look grave, don 
Felix. Nothing has happened, I hope. 8 
Aur. The devil and all has happened. I am ſentenced 


to ſobriety and penance for a whole week. I have a ſiſter 
come to town. 


Don Lew. A ſiſter! How d' you hear it? 
Aur. From Gil Blas. He met her ſervant, it ſeems, who 


told him ſhe was juſt come, and intended ſtaying a week. 


Don 
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Don Lew. And what brought her hither ? | 

Aur. Siſterly love and kindneſs to be ſure. She's return- 
ing to Madrid from a country viſit, and has taken Sala- 
manca in her way. 

Don Lew. To paſs a week with her brother: And does 
this vex you ?---Is ſhe handſome ? 

Aur. Hum |--very like Me. 

Don Lew. Nay, then ſhe muſt be handſome. Younger 
than you ? 

Aur. About a minute. We are twins, you muſt know. 

Don Lew. And when d'you viſit her? 

Aur. This moment. She'll take it ill elſe. Hang her! 
the jade's good company enough ; but ſhe thinks me a 
rake, and I hate to be tutored. 

Don Lew. Shall I attend you? | 

Aur. No. She'll fall in love with you; and I deſign her 
for a nunnery. 

Don Lew. A nunnery | I muſt ſee her then. 

Aur, But Iſabella will expect you 

Don Lew. Not till the evening. The old dragon's never 
fronre till then. 

Aur. And ſo you inſiſt upon ſeeing her ? Come along 
then. And yet, now I think on't, I won't go. Could 185 
you and I ſtart better game this afternoon ? 

Don Lew. Nay, did not 575 promiſe me? I muſt and 
will ſee her. 

Aur. You muſt and will! Why, then ſo you ſhall. But 
take care of yourſelf ; for ſhe may play the devil with you. 
Don Lew. Say you ſo? But Tl venture. 

Aur. To St. Mark's then: you muſt be my guide. But 
ſhe'll be indiſpoſed, I'm afraid. Aide. Exeunt. 
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SCENE V. An apartment at IsABELLA's. 


Enter Don GaBRIEIL, and Is ABELLA. 


Ja. This morning | Did he arrive this morning? And 
why have not I heard from him ? But You are his friend, 
don Gabriel: he has ſent to You I ſuppoſe ? 

Don Gab. Only a meſſage, about an hour ago, that he de- 
fired to ſee me; but I pretended not to be at home, that 1 
might give you Anti df his arrival. If I might adviſe you, 
twere beſt not to ſee him. 

1/a. Not ſee him! Why not ſee him? Dreſs up a tale to 
him, do; and tell him I have deceived him. The wretch 
that can betray his friend, will be black enough for any thing. 

Don Gab. Ay, rail at me, and be a woman. But I have 
adviſed you for the beſt, Don Lewis has lighted you. Poſ- 
ſeſſion has cloyed him: or if it has not, a divided heart will 
ſatisfy neither of us. I'll ſhare you with no man. 

1/a. Nor ſhall you, Sir. Who told you of a divided 
heart? Don Lewis has it all. My perſon indeed has been 
yours; and what then? I took you for my convenience; 
| the proxy of don Lewis. I was formed for pleaſure, and 

will purſue it. Therefore no more of this. I'll ſee don 


Lewis: nay, if you oppoſe me, I'll tell him of my own 
falſehood, that he may puniſh yours. 


Don Cab. You have ſworn to live for Me. 
Jaa. Tell it to don Lewis then; and plead 10 right i in 


me to Him. Do this, and I am yours. 
Don Gab. I dare do more, madam. - 5 
1/a. Tis falſe. Your dependence is upon his bounty: 


nay, and upon mine too. Therefore no more of this. 
Don Gab. You will ſee him then ? 


Ila. 
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Ja. 1 will: and You ſhall be my meſſenger. Go to him 
as he deſires; and tell him with what eagerneſs I expect 
him. Tis your employment, Sir. 

Don Gab. Can this be Iſabella ? 

La. Ay; don Lewis's Iſabella, Go to him this moment, 
and tell him I languiſh for him. But remember, Sir, if I 
hear a hint from him to my diſhonour, T'll facrifice you to 
my revenge, though the town ſhould ring of me. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter BEATRICE. 


Bea. Not ſo loud, madam ! not ſo loud! Here's a letter 
from don Lewis. The ſervant will overhear you. 
Ja. I care not if he does. Shew him up ſtairs. 
[ [ Opens, and reads the letter to herſelf. 
Don Gab. Is it the old ſervant ? | 
Bea. No; a ſtranger. 
Don Gab. T'\l not be ſeen then. | 
Ia. Your heart fails you, does it? But you may have 
the pleaſure of liſtening from the next room. 
Don Gab. I ſcorn the employment, madam. My care is 
for You. = [ Exit. 
Ja. Shew up the ſervant, I ſay. [ Exit Beatrice. 


SCENE VE. 


Re-enter BERATRICE with GIL BLas. 


| Jla. Do you ſerve don Lewis? 
Gil. I hope fo, madam : tis my endeavour to ſerve every 
body. e 
Ja. 1 mean, are you his ſervant ? p 
tb. 
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Gil. Why, as to that, madam, there's no hiding the diſ- 
grace ; I am but a ſervant. 
1/a. Is don Lewis your maſter, I aſk ? 
Gil. If I like him upon another week's trial, madam. 
Bea. O, Sir | he'll give you double wages for your wit. 
La. And treble for your manners. You are juſt Come to 
him then? 


Gil. Juſt Going to him, madam ; if I can carry an anſwer 
to his letter. 

Ja. Is this your natural humour, Sir? or is it put on, to 
ſhew your parts? But you ſhall have an anſwer preſently, 
Get me my writing things, Beatrice - Stay---I'll go into 
my cloſet. You can wait a moment, I ſuppoſe ? 

Gil. An age, madam, if my maſter would not be impa- 
tient. (Exeunt 1/abella and Beatrice.) A woman of ſpirit, 
faith! I heard a man's voice though, I'll ſwear ; and high 
words too, If it was not for my fears now, I ſhould be pry- 
ing into that room. One peep, however. (Going to the door 


No. Phiſolophy ſays, keep your head out of a hornet's neſt. 


A man there was, and that's enough. I don't mightily love 
miſchief : but don Lewis muſt know of this. My lady muſt 
be told too, that Iſabella's handſome. If it ſhould happen to 
fret them a little, why, I have been fretted too. Tis but 
turning the tables. I have been the fool of the morning ; 
and They may chance to be the fools of the afternoon. Every 


one in his turn. 
SCENE 4 


Re-enter ISABELLA. 


Lia. There, Sir | Deliver that to your maſter. (Gives him: 
a eter, ) You may tell him too how witty you have been. 


Gil. 


D 
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Gil. It is not my way to boaſt, madam. Men of real 
talents never do that. But I ſhall deliver your letter, madam. 
A very fine woman, and a very great-—Hem | 


[Ade, and exit. 
Ja. Beatrice] Shew the gentleman down ſtairs. 


8 BL; 
Re-enter Don GABRIEL. 


Well, Sir! what ſay you now ? 
Don Gab. That I have thought better of the affair. 


May I ſee don Lewis's letter, madam ? 
Ja. No. *Tis in a ſtyle you won't like. 
Don Gab. Your own was to appoint him here, I preſume? 
La. At five, Sir. You had beſt ſtay and meet him. 
Don Gab. No, madam ; T'll haſten to his lodgings. 
La. Do fo: and remember what I told you. One hint 
to my diſadvantage, and your ruin 1s inevitable. | 


Don Gab. You may depend upon me : and fo, farewell. 


Damned, deceitful woman | | hide, and exit. 
Ja. The bluſtering, cringing hypocrite | I hate him. 
But now to prepare for don Lewis. Exit. 


SCENE X. Changes to BERNARD A“s. 


Enter Don Lewis, and AURORA. 


Aur. Hang her | twas only an air. Fatigued, and in- 
diſpoſed, and a parcel of cant! I was a fool to ſend your 
name in. 33 

Don Lew. No, faith; twould not have been fair elſe. 
A brother may be adinitted without ceremony ; but there's 
a decorum to be obſerved with ſtrangers, : 


Aur. 


—_ VAL KLESS 


Aur. A decorum | Pſhah! Her cap was rumpled per- 
haps; or ſhe had not nipt her eye-brows to-day. Decorum! 
Theſe prudes are the devil. But if Iſabella does not engage 
you for the evening, ſhall we ſee you at coffee? 


Don Lew. With all my heart. Here comes Gil Blas. 
SCENE XI. 


Enter GIL BIAS. 


Don Lew. Well, Sir, did you ſee her ? 

Gil. So the ad ſaid, Sir. But whether twas 7 
Iſabella or not, I can't he certain. She was a deviliſh fine 
woman though. 

Don Lew. And what ſaid ſhe to my letter ? 

Gil. Not a ſyllable, Sir: ſhe aſked a few queſtions rela- 
ting to myſelf, as I was a ſtranger, Women, you know, are 
apt to be inquiſitive when they meet with ſtrangers. 

Don. Lew. You are arch, Sir! 

Gil. O, Sir! nothing to what I was with the lady: I 
was quite cal. 

Don Lew. And when am TI to ſee her? 

Gil. That, Sir, is more than I know. She did not open 
her lips about that. 

Don Lew. She read my letter ſure ? 

Gil. Not that I ſaw, Sir. 

Aur. Why, this is a firange account, don Lewis! 

Don Lew. He has miſtaken the houſe. Ifabella could not 
behave ſo. | 

Aur. She had company perhaps. "4 inf 

Gil. Not that I know of, Sir. I heard a gentleman' $ 
voice indeed ; but he was cloſetted betore I had the honour 


of tence 
Dow 
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Don Lew. Are you in jeſt, or carneſt, Gil Blas? 

Gil. Between both, Sir. 

Don Lew. In carneſt then, what was 4 anſwer to my 
letter? 

Gil. Faith, Sir, tas t tell. She gave it me ſealed up; 
and I had not the curioſity to open it. This is her anſwer, 
Sir. Gives him a letter. 

Don Lew. Mighty well, Sir | Do you ſerve your maſter in 
this manner ? 

Aur. Ha, ha, ha! You muſt bear with him, Don Lewis ; 
tis always the rogue's prologue to a ſucceſsful meſſage. 

Gil. A way of ſweetening good news, Sir. I mo your 
honour will pardon me. 

Don Lew. Nay, Sir, if you play your tricks upon your 
maſter, I have no right to complain. But you talked of 


hearing a man in her chamber : that was carrying the jeſt 
too far, Sir. 


Gil. If J had invented it, Sir. But a man there was, 


that's certain. 

Don Lew. And cloſeted when You came in ? 

Gil. I can't ſwear as to the cloſeting : there may be a 
back- ſtairs for any thing I know. 

Don Lew. But. you heard a man's voice ? That you are 
ſure of ? 

Gil. Upon my honour, Sir. 

Aur. And where's the harm if_ he did ? | 

Don Lew. The harm! The harm is in her concealing 
him. | 

Aur. A trifle! Your friend don Gabriel, perhaps. 

Don Lew. No; my friend would not have hid himſelf. 
He viſits her at My Ickre, 

Aur. Are you to ſee her this evening 
N ä 7 Don 
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Don Lew. She ** me at five; and then but fo an 
hour or two, Her father's expected, | 


Aur. Will you ſup at my Gher's then ? 
Don Lew. If my mind's at eaſe, and you tell me twill 


be proper. 


SCENE XL. 
Enter MELcuior with Don GABRIEL. 


Mel. Don Gabriel, Sir. [Exit with Gil Blas. 

Den Lew. My F nend ! 

Den Gab. My dear don Lewis | Welcome to Salamanca 
again | 


Don Lew. Don Felix de Mendoza---A gratlemay whoſe 


_ acquaintance has done me honour. 


[ Preſenting don Gabriel to Aurora. 

Don Gab. Once more, my dear Lewis, welcome to Sala- 
manca } But there are fairer arms that want to hold you. 

Don Lew. Are you ſure of that, don Gabriel? 

Don Gab. Why that queſtion ? and with fo grave a face 
too? Have you any wk to doubt it ? 

Don Lew. I think not. When ſaw you the lady ? 

Don Gab. You look ſtrangely {erious, methinks. Have 
you heard of any thing? 
Don Lew. Nay, faith, I am no keeper of ſecrets.” I ſent 
to her juſt now by don Felix's ſervant. She defires to ſee 
me indeed : there's her letter. (Gives him a letter) But the 


fellow ſwears to her concealing a man in the room. 


Don Gab. Ha, ha, hal And is this what has vexed you? 
Don Lew. Pour? with reaſon too. 
Don Gab. O, to be ſure! But how if I was that man ? 


Das Low. No. Ye: would not have hid yourſelf. bY 
on 
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R Don Gab. Ay, there s the puzzle. You are not Jealous 
of me? 

Don Lew. No, faith. But what need of hiding ? 

Don Gab. Becauſe I heard a knocking at the door, and 
thought 1t was the advocate. I was ſoon undeceived in- 
deed ; but as the ſervant was a ſtranger, and I could not 
conjure that he was yours, it was the wiſeſt way to keep 
where I was: at leaſt I thought ſo. 

Aur. The jealouſy of theſe lovers | How are you now, 
don Lewis? 

Don Lew. Cured; quite cured. But my time's come 
I believe. (Looking at his watch) Shall I ſet you down, don 
Gabriel ? 

Don Gab. Unleſs don Felix pleaſes to command me. 

Aur. I thank you, Sir ; but I was juſt going out. You 
know where you are to ſup, don Lewis? We may expect 


you at ſeven I ſuppoſe? Another night I ſhall deſire the 
company of your friend. 


Don Lew. No ceremony, I beg. You may poſlibly ſee me 
before ſeven : and fo, adieu | My compliments to the lady. 
Don Gab. Sir, your mot humble ſervant. 


[ Exit with don Lewis. 
wy” 04, Your . obedient, Sir. Gil Blas! 


SCENE XII. 
Enter Gil BLas. 


/ 


Did you obſerve the face of don Gabriel ? 1 not there 


a good deal of the rogue in't? 
Gil. There's a _ deal of t'other inn Iſabella's, I 
know. 
Aur. There was a- man in the room it ſeems. 
XxX 2 Gil. 
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Gil. I'll be ſworn to it. Was it don Gabriel ? 

Aur. Ay. He was forced to own it; but endeavoured 
to carry it off with a laugh. With a little of Your addreſs, 
Gil Blas, we ſhall be able to make diſcoveries he won't 
_—_ 

Gil. T'll warrant you, 1 TA But I wiſh I had not 
gone with that letter. It has lowered my ſpirits, I think. 

Aur. Why ſo, pray? ke 

Gil. Iſabella's ſo confounded handſome. | 

Aur, Handſome | I have heard a different ACCOU nt of 
her. | 
Gil. And ſuch an underſtanding too | But then for 
beauty, I never ſaw any thing like it. 

Aur. The creature may be tolerable, I ſuppoſe. How 
ſhould ſhe carry on her trade elſe ? 

Gil. Here the came ſmiling into the room, madam, 
twirling a lock of her hair. Theſe were her motions : fo 
graceful ! ſo majeſtic I had not courage to ſay a word to 
her. 

Aur. You can talk enough now, methinks. 

ONE Whol, madam? Yes, yes, I thought how 'twould 

(Afade.) 1 am ſorry to offend, madam ; but you de- 
2 a particular account of her. Her ſhape indeed, if one 
had a mind to find fault--- 

Aur. Is crooked, I ſuppoſe. 

Gil. Rather too delicate, madam. I am for ſomething 
a little plumper. But then it is perfectly eaſy : I never ſaw 
any thing ſo eaſy. | 

Aur. You are a very fine judge, Sir | 

Gil. To be ſure I did not expect to ſee ſuch a woman. 
But if we can detect her with don Gabriel- - - - 

Aur. Ay, that's the thing | How old is ſhe ? 8 

| | ; 7 2 
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Gil. There's the comfort, madam; quite young. We 
ſhall have the leſs cunning to deal with. | 

Aur. I thought ſhe had been turned of thirty. 

Gil. 8 next October--80 her math told me. 
Lord, madam | we ſhall be too hard for fo young a crea- 
ture, I'll warrant you. 

Aur. I wonder what makes me ſo out of ſpiri 

Gil. The weather perhaps. It has been Tos all day. 

Aur. I believe it is the weather. 

Gil. No doubt on't, madam. I wiſh it had the fame 
effect upon Iſabella : I never ſaw ſuch ſpirits fince I was 
born. 

Aur. We'll talk no more of her. (Angrily.) * Tis doing 


her too much honour. You muſt away with me to the 


other lodgings. Don Lewis will be there at ſeven ; and I 


have but juſt time to change my dreſs. 
Gil. And how are we to manage, madam ? 


Aur. You ſhall be inſtructed there. Heigh ho! I with 
my ſpirits were a little better. 


Gil. No matter, madam. Lou are to be fatigued with 


your journey, you know A little of Iſabella's {| pirits though 
would not be amils. 
Aur. 1 told you we'd talk no more 100 . : I hate the 


creature ; ſo come along, Sir. [ Exit. 
Gil. Yes, yes, the tables are turned. But I hure been an 
unmerciful dog, that's the truth on't. [ Exit. 
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100 SCENE, Avroka's other lodgings. 

1 Enter Paus, dreſſed as a duenna, and Gil. Bl As. 
1 Lau. EE P your diſtance, young man; and pray 
1 learn that gentlewomen of My years and diſ- 
mo cretion are not to be pulled and hauled about by the 

_ fellows. 

131 Gil. The jade's really old, and does not know it. (Ade) 
Wh Nay, * madam gravity, one kiſs, if it be but by way of 
| if 2h There then. But theſe are favours you muſt not 
1 expect often. I demean myſelf by admitting ſervants to 

if | | familiarities. - ; 

\ | i Gil. Faith, Laura, you act it mighty well; and let me 
14 tell you too, the dreſs becomes you better than you think 


it does. 

Lau. You are always flattering me, Gil Blas. 

Gil. No, faith, not always. I have not ſaid a word of 
your youth and beauty theſe two days. 

Lau. That's becauſe you have looked higher, you know 
—- But mum. 

Gil. I'll ſcamper to Madrid, huſſy. 

Lau. Pſhah | Twas only inadvertency; I did not mean 
any thing. You remember your inftructions if don Lewis 
comes ? 


Gil. If you would not put them out of my head, you 
ſlut, 
| Lau. 
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Tau. Tas a miſtake, I tell you. Is not it ſeven? My 
lady bas been a woman this half hour 
[ A knocking at the door. 
Hark | This is certainly don Lewis --- To your poſt ! 
your poſt, Sir | | 
Gil. In a moment, in a moment --- But be ſure you lip 
round the back way, and knock at the door, bang, bang. 
[ Exit. 
[ Knocking again, Laura opens the door. 


SCENE HI. 


Fg 
Enter Don Lewis. 


Don Lew. If I am not miſtaken, madam, theſe are the 
lodgings of donna Aurora. Pray, is don Felix here ? 

Lau. He was here a few minutes ago, Sir; but was called 
out upon buſineſs. His ſervant is Wale - and if Your 
name 1s don Lewis, I believe he has a meſſage for you. 

Don Lew. My name is Lewis, madam. 

Lau. Tl call the ſervant, Sir. [ Exit. 

Don Lew. Called out upon buſineſs | This is a little 
odd, methinks : but here comes Gil Blas, 


SCENE III. 


Enter GIL BLas. 


Where's your mafter, Sir ? : 
Gil. This moment gone out, Sir. An expreſs from Ma- 
rid has brought him a whole bundle of diſpatches. I be- 
lieve matters are going a little wrong at court; for he 

looked devilifhly political upon reading his papers. 
Den Lew. Did he leave no commands for Me? 4 
„ 


2 nd LAS 


Gil. Yes, Sir; that he'd be back in a few minutes; 
and that he had deſired my lady Aurora to entertain you. 
Her duenna is juſt gone to tell her, Sir. I believe ſhe's 
hardly dreſſed yet: I'll go and enquire. ' - 
Don Lew. You need not hurry yourſelf. Frakes 1 
will return in a few minutes, you ſay; and ſing Aurora 
knows already that I am here. 
[A i at the door. 
Gil. 1 knew he would not ſtay, Sir. (Opens the door, and 
looks out) Ha! Well, and what ſay You? You knock with 
authority, methinks [ (Speaking as to one without.) It is not 
my maſter, Sir; but a meſſenger from him. I'Il attend 
you in a moment. 
[ Exit, ſhutting the "IM after him. 
Don Lew. Hark! By all this ruſtling of ſilk now, this 
ſhould be the lady—and here ſhe comes--An elegant creature 
by my ſoul !--- And her duenna with her! A little prudiſh, 
or ſo-But no matter: I can be as prudiſh as ſhe. 


SCENE IV. | 
Enter AURORA, in women's clothes, and LAURA, 


This is ſo obliging, madam--But I'm afraid my abrupt ap- 
pearance, in the abſence of don Felix, will yup more of 
curioſity than reſpect with it--If ſo, ma 
' Aur. No apology, I beg, Sir. My 1 has deſired 
me to detain you. I expect him every moment. 

Don Lew. I hope no ill news, madam. 

Aur. J hope not, Sir: only ſome family matters, I believe, 
-which require diſpatch. They concern a gentleman in Sa- 
lamanca too. I doubt my brother has not found him at home. 

Don Lew. An angel, by all that's heavenly ! Tout 

ou 
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You'll pardon me, madam; but I never ſaw features ſo 
like as yours and my find? s. You are his very picture. 

' Aur. Every body ſays fo, Sir, when we are aſunder. We 
are twins indeed : but when we are together, the likeneſs 
is not ſo great. | 

Lau. Well put That. Aude. 

Don Lew. His voice too | 


Lau. I don't know, Sir, whether their voices mayn 't ds 
more alike than their faces. | 


SCENE V. 


Euter Gil Bros. 


Gil. My maſter has ſent a meſſage, madam, that he's 
ſurrounded with papers, and can't be back till ſupper-time. 
But if don Lewis is here, he inſiſts upon finding him at 
his return. 

Aur. You know Re he 1s, I ſuppoſe? 

Gil. At the Phenix, madam. 

Aur. He may want you perhaps. Go to him, and haſten 
him. Tell him he muſt leave buſineſs till to-morrow ; his 
friend will think him rude elſe. 


Gil. Yes, madam. | | Exit. 
Don Lew. An abſolute e [ Afrde. 


Aur. Won't you be ſeated, Sir ? 

Don Lew. If really I ought to ſtay--- 

Aur. Sincerely then, I ſhall be glad of your company. 
I ſecure my brother, by engaging his friend. 

Don Lew. Now, madam, you oblige me to ſtay. [They fat. 
Aur. It You have ſiſters, Sir, you know how to excuſe 
the indifference of brothers. T hey think us mighty i im- 
pertinent fort of company. 

1 Yy Don 


nn . A 


Don Lew. Why ſo, madam? - I. 

Aur. There are things called pleaſures, Sir. I believe 
My brother has a good many: and a ſiſter is apt to remark 
a little too gravely upon them. 

Don Lew. The ſweet prude | (Ale) Not did toy 
are innocent, madam. | 

Aur. As my brother's, are--You are wanting to your 
friend, don Lewis, if you don't ſay That, But come, con- 
feſs now; is not he a little too wild? 

Lau. Ay, i in my conſcience, a mere rake. 

Don Lew. He's young, and ſpirited, and a man of rank, 
madam ; the world will make allowances for him. 

Aur. You are much in his heart, I aflure you. 

Lau. And may help to reform him, Sir. God knows 
he wants to be reformed. ; 

Den Lew. Why, to confeſs the truth, madam, I have 
been giving him ſome little advice. He is not naturally 
bad : rather too volatile, that's all. 

Aur. 1 ſhall laugh out preſently. [ Afide. 

Don Lew. And I am of a contrary turn; over-thought- 


ſul perhaps; too apt to be ſerious upon rifles. 


Aur. Nay, I would not have you too ſerious neither. 
Virtue may be dreſſed up with too much formality---But 
I beg your pardon, Sir. 

Don Lew. I loved him, at firſt, for his own fake, ma- 
dam; but now I have the honour of knowing his faſter, 
my care for him will be doubled. 

Aur. You are very obliging, Sir. But your acquaint- 
ance has been ſo ſhort, he muſt have been ftrangely open 
with you. 

Don Lew. You are his fiſter-And yet I am guilty of a 
breach of truſt--But he really was open with me to * 
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of imprudence. Nothing but the frankneſs of his 


could account for't. 


Aur. Twas always his way, Sir. He told you of the 
banker's daughter, I ſuppoſe? 

Don Lew. I wiſh he had not, madam: I loft all patience 
with him. To boaſt, ſays I, of bringing an innocent crea- 
ture to ruin! Fie, fie, don Felix But your young men of 
quality think they haye a right to do any thing. | 

Aur. Very true, Sir. What a noble hypocrite have I 
ſet my heart upon (Afide.) But pray, Sir--I'm afraid I am 
going to be impertinent-— You know moſt of the families 
in this town ? 

Don Lew. I know them all, madem; but my intimacies 
are few. I converſe chiefly with my books. But why d'you 
aſk, madam ? 

Aur. Only, Sir, that a lady here has very politely made 
an offer of viſiting me. How ſhe came to know me I can't 
find out: but till I have a little hint of characters--for ap- 
pearances are deceitful--- 

Don Lew. They are indeed, madam. But if you tell 
me her name, tis moſt likely I ſhall know her. 

Aur. My brother ſaid ſo, Sir. He laughed a little in- 
deed— but he is fo wild, you know 

Don Lew. Too wild, madam. But what was ber name? 


Aur. And that's mighty odd now ; I have _ forgot 
her name. What was it, Laura? 


Lau. I think it was Iabella, madam. 
Aur. Iſabella was the name. D'you know her, Sir ? 
Don Lew. Know her, madam !---I--really don't re- 
collect 
Aur. Nay, no great matter, Sir; I thought you might 
have known her. 
Yy 2 Don 
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Don Lew, rl enquire, madam L I think 1 have heard 
of ſuch a name. Sol ſo! 3 (Adi. 
Aur. An advocate's daughter, I think, Laura? 

| Laur. So the meſſenger faid, madam; and chat ſhe 


would wait on you this evening. 

Don Lew. I hope not, faith. (Abdi) There are how! 
advocates in town, madam : but I have no ee 
with their daughters. 

Aur. I did not know but you Wit Sir. But tis too 
late to be denied to her. You'll know her when you fee 
her perhaps. 855 | Knocking at the door. 

Lau. I believe this may be the lady, madam. | Exit. 

Don Lew. The devil it is! (4fde) I am afraid I treſpaſs 
upon your time, madam---To-morrow I ſhall hope --- 

[ Going to the door. 

Aur. N ay, Sir, I muſt infiſt upon detaining you. My 
brother won't forgive me elſe. 

Don Lew. The lady's a ſtranger, madam — and I am 
no company for ſtrangers. 

Aur. She may be an acquaintance, you know. 

Don Lew. If you pleaſe, madam, I'll wait in the next 


room. 
Aur. By no means, Sir ; we mnt nbe loſe you. . 


Don Lew. What will become of me em 
SCENE VI. 


Re-enter LauRA, with Gil. BLas. 


Aur, Oh! tis Gil Blas! What a fright have I py him 
in! (Afde) Well, Sir! is he coming? 
Gil. Not in haſte, madam, I'll venture to fay. There's 
a lawyer with him. | 
Aur. 


i 9 
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Aur. A lawyer with him! He might have left his law- 
affairs till morning. 
Gil. I believe not, madam. , They have a roll or two of 
parchment to read ; and then writings mult be ſigned. 
Pray, madam, had not you a relation in the Indies ? --- don 


— don --- 
Aur. Iſmael ; my father's firſt wife's brother. What 


of Him? 


Gil. Nay, not much; only Tk the poor gentleman 8 


dead, and theſe diſpatches bring the news. | 
"her. But did your maſter ſend no meſlage ? If the lady 
ſhould come, Laura, I'll be denied to her. 


Don Lew. Thank heaven for that | [Afide. 


Gil. The meſſage was, madam, that you would not wait 


ſupper for him. As for tn Lewis, he ſays, if he's heartily 


tired, he may leave you; but he'll take no other excule. 


5 I believe, Sir, I muſt not aſk you to ſtay then. 


Don Lew. Only till I can nale the excuſe. 

Aur. What think you of a party at Piquet then? I ſhall 
prate too much elſe. 

Don Lew. With all my heart, madam --- But not for 
that reaſon. 

Aur. Get cards in the next room. (To Laura) My Friend 
will ſhew you the way, Sir. You are fo averſe to new ac- 
quaintance, that T']l be denied to all but my brother. 

Don Lew. You'll oblige me, madam. Never ſo out of 


countenance in my life | 5 Aide. 
Aur. I have a ſhort meſſage for Gil Blas, and will 
attend you preſently. [ Exeunt don Lewis and Laura. 


Gil. And ſo matters go on ſwimmingly, madam ? 
Aur. To my wiſh, Gil Blas. But he has ſo abuſed me! 


Gil. As don Felix, I ſuppoſe ? 


Aur, 
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Aur. And I have ſo tormented Him with Iſabella! The 
ſcheme took; he really believed ſhe was coming to viſit 
me. If he does not like mel Nay, I am ſure he does 


like me; he could not have been fo alarmed elſe. 


Gil. Proof poſitive, madam --- But I had like to have 
forgot; I found a letter for you at Bernarda's. 
Aur. For Me! You frighten me! My brother has not 


found me out ſure! He certainly knows of my eſcape by 


this time. 
Gil. Never fear, madam; it is not a poſt- letter; an 
old woman brought it. | Gives a lerter. 


Aur. (Opening and reading it) A billet-doux, by my 
manhood ! You ſhall hear it. (NReads.) 
© If your journey has not fatigued you, and you have 
courage to face a woman to-night, I know of one that 
will engage you. You will find her exactly at eight, 
in the cloſe walk behind St. Anne's. If ſhe coughs twice, 
you may aſt her how her cold does. 
To don Felix de Mendoza. (Looking at the Juper ſeries) 


A aA A 


Is this a trick ? or have I really made a 7 


Gil. O, a conqueſt, no doubt 

Aur. But where can ſhe have ſeen me No matter 
where. If the aſſignation be real, the creature's diſap- 
pointment may ſhame her into modeſty. How ado 
are ſome women | (Throws the letter upon the ground) But 
don Lewis will think me long. | Exit. 

Gil. Her diſappointment may ſhame her into modeſty ! 
Very likely truly! Now, in my poor opinion, her being 
diſappointed by one lover may make her the more eager 
to ſnap at another. At leaſt, as I've an hour upon my 
hands, I'll try. (Takes up the letter) Exactly at eight !---I 
have no time to loſe, faith, _ Runs out. 

SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


An apartment at BERNARDA's. 


Enter MELCnioR, 


Mel. A pox o theſe univerſities, ſay I! Theſe young col- 


legians follow their ſtudies ſo cloſely, there's not a wench 


to be had for them ; no, not ſo much as a tradeſman's wife, 
that will look civil upon a livery, And what would vex a 
good chriſtian's heart, the maids at home here are above 
fifty. I have been all round the town; but twont do; 
'twill not do. 


e 


Enter Gil Bl As. 


Gil. Come, come; the things! the things !----I muſt 
dreſs this moment the lady will be impatient elſe. 
[ Srrutting about. 
Mel. Ha! are you mad, Gil Blas? 
Sil. Only a little in haſte. Women of condition are not 
to be trifled with. Is every thing ready in the dreſſing- 
room ? Here, here, boy | (Takes the letter out of the cover, 


and gives it to Melchior.) To the adorable Signor Gil Blas 


So the dear creature writes. (Puts the cover into his pocket ) 
You can read, I think, Melchior? A volume of love i in 
four lines And no ceremony you lee | 


Mel. (Reading.) If ſhe coughs twice, you may aſt her how 


hey cold does. An old Abigail, troubled with the phthikic 
And is this to You ? 
Gil. To me, to me; ; ſlipt into my hands by her du- 
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enna this moment. So come along, I ſay----But hold! 
hold !---I am thinking that a laced coat would fit mighty 
caſy upon me. You ſhall lend me one of your maſter's, 
Melchior. 

Mel. Indeed but 1 won't: 1 tell you what though; 
I can lend you a regimental coat of my own. 

Gil. Of your own ? 

Mel. A little old or ſo ; but perfectly genteel. I bought 
it for my own intrigues. 

Gil. Your own intrigues! O! you gallant devil you! 
But we'll try it however. You ſhall go too, Melchior. 

Mel. As Your ſervant, I ſuppoſe. 

Gil. Why, one would not be unattended upon theſe oc- 
caſions. This amour will make a deviliſh noiſe in town. 

Mel. Yes; for you'll tell it every body; and the poor 
devil may loſe a good ſervice by it. 

Gil. A woman of quality, upon my honour ; ſo come 
rows along----You ſhall ſee what a gentleman I 
make. 

Mel. And what a 3 the lady makes: for 


ſhe'll borrow a dreſs too, to be company for your honour. 
Ha, ha, hal | Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. A grove. 
Euter I8ABELLA and BRAT RICE. 


2 (Looking at her watch) We are before our time, 
Beatrice; it wants a quarter of eight. Do you think heil 
come? 

Beat. Tis the ſame thing, I believe, whether he does 
or not. I have a mighty indifferent opinion of theſe hand- 

ſome boys. Don Lewis is a man, madam. 
| Tab. 
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Jab. And the man of my heart, Beatrice. But this 
dear variety! That's the bait + catch women with. 
Beat. But to be ſtruck fo at firſt ſight | and that only 
from your window, as he paſſed by! Twas e the 
bait Aaeden oreedily. | 

T/ab. Is not he a man of quality, prithee ? young, hand 
ſome, and a Oe. You know too how ber'd heart loves 
travelling. 

Beat. Why, choſe are * 1 ant you. But to 

haſten don 1262 away, after an abſence of three months 
Nay, and when you could have kept him the whole even- 
ing | There's the wonder. Beſides, how do you know 
that don Felix has received your note? 
Lab. Or that he'll come if he has? or that I ſhall like 
him if he does? or that He'll like Me ? or twenty things 
beſides? And yet here I am, and as well pleaſed as ever 1 
was in my life. So no preaching. When the diſappoint- 
ment comes, we {hall have time to moralize upon't. 

Beat. How it don Gabriel ſhould be upon the watch ? 

Jab. Let him if he dares, Or if he ſhould, I can 
ſilence him with don Lewis. I could curſe myſelf for yield- 
ing to that fellow. There was variety for you ! J hate him, 
becauſe he wants me to hate every body but himſelf. 

Beat. And yet you loved him once, madam. 

Jab. I loved pleaſure; and that did as well. But let 
me hear no more of him. I ſhall look as ugly as death at 
the very thoughts of him. 

Beat. I beg your pardon, madam : I ſhould not have 
mentioned him, only —— I feared he was upon the watch. 
ji was certhinly: doh Gabriel that we ſaw in the ſtreet juſt 


e There let him ſtay then. We have better things | 
| 22 to 
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to talk of — Hark I hear voices We ll walk this way 
a little. L 


SCENE X. 


Enter Gil. Bras, dreſſed as an officer, with a patch = his 
cheek, and ME1cnyios. 


0 il. Don't ſtare ſo, Melchior: you have waited upon 
ſeveral gentlemen in your time. 

Mel. Never upon ſo fine a gentleman. 

Gil. A ſoldier, Melchior; a little of the foldier, with 
an honourable ſear or ſo. But don't flatter me; : I hate to 
be flattered : and yet will any one tell me, that this is not 
the exact air of a man of quality? | Struts about. 

Mel. Or if it ſhould not be quite fo exact, what think 
you of a man of quality's taylor ? 

Gil. To be fure now this is not envy ; and yet it ſmells 
damnably on't too. Narrow-minded people are always 
ſneering at their ſuperiors. But don't mind me, Melchior, 
I'm not angry. A pox on't! why does not the lady appear? 

Mel. Ay, poor ſoul! But you muſt excuſe her, Gil Blas; 
ſhe may have twenty things to waſh up this afternoon ; and 
then there's herſelf, you know, after all. 

Gil. You'll be brought to ſhame preſently, Sir Hal 
Who are thoſe yonder ? (Looking out) What think you now, 
Melchior? 

Mel. That we ſhall have our bones broke, if you affer 
to ſpeak to them. I'Il have no hand in affronting gentle- 
women. 

Sil. Keep your diſtance then, 5 hide behind the 
trees. Youare a damned mean- ſpirited fellow, Melchior. 
Mel. 1 am for no broken bones; that's all. ¶ Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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"SOV NE XI. Another fart of the grove, 
Enter ISABBLLA, and BEATRICE, 


Jab. Are they following us? 5 
Beat. Only one of them; and he's juſt here. aha 


Lab. My veil! my veil then! 7 eilt herſelf) And now 
for the fignal, "Im 


SCENE XII. 
Enter Gil Blas. IsaBELLA coughs. 


Gil. Ves, yes, we are all right. (A4fde) Hem !----The 
dampneſs of the evening, madam, has encreaſed your cold, 
I'm afraid. 

Jab. And made my cough croubleſorne : if fo, Sir 
Ha Il don't know you. 

Gil. You diſlike the cut of my coat, perhaps; but tis 


my king's livery, though ſervice may have worn it bare: 
Jam no fop, madam. 


B. Your addreſs was ſo familiar, I took you for an 

aintance. 

Gil Rather for one hes was to be an acquaintance. 
But don't be frightened, madam : I am a man of honour, 
and a ſoldier. Ky 

Jab. Is that any thing to Me, Sir? 1 

Gil. It may, if you will but hear. Do you know any 
thivg of this letter? (Shewing the letter) To don F ln de 
Mendoza : that's the direction. 

Iſab. And 755 then, Sir? 
Gil. Why then, madam, you have truſted : a | boy with a 
l | ſecret, 
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ſecret, which he ould not keep; and you ought to be glad 
*tis in the hands of a man, madam. 

Lab. How if it is not mine, Sir? | 

Gil. Only that it goes ſnug into my pocket again. (Puts 
the; letter into his pocket) And ſo, if you'll let me gallant 
you home, if I don't know whoſe letter it zs, I ſhall at leaſt 
know whoſe it is not, madam. 

Jab. Is there any need of that? 

Gil. Yes, faith, madam, and great need. For the ſoul 
of me I can't "rag now, till I know who did not write this 
letter. | 

Iſab. You muſt tell firſt how you came by it. 

Gil. With all my heart, madam. Don Felix gave it 
me. There, ſays he, don Antonio---My name is Antonio, 
| madam--You are a man of wit and pleaſure, and always at 

a lady's ſervice. If ſhe's a fine woman, tell her I'll be ready 
at the next ſummons. *Twould have been the ſame thing, 
if your name had been to the letter---I mean the lady's 
name who wrote it. 

Lab. I don't doubt it. And for your honeſty, I'll con- 
feſs that the letter was mine. So now” you m give it me, 
and leave me. | 

Gil. If it was not for a little dear curioſity. Will you 
let me ſee your face, madam? Upon my ſoul, if I don't 
like it, I'll run and ſend don Felix t'you. 

Jab. But ſuppoſe you ſhould like it? W 

Gil. TIl cut his throat if he comes near you. One peep, 
madam, for love's ſake! 

T/ab. 1 have a great mind, Beatrice: for, in ſpite of his 
odd figure, I begin to like him deviliſhly : nay, and he has 
obliged me too. [ Apart. 

Gil. Have you conſidered it, madam ? 
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Jab. There, Sir. [ Flings afide her veil. 
Gil. Iſabella, a St, 801 That I ſhould not know her 
voice | [Afrae. 


Jab. And now you may run to don Felix. 

Gil. To your arms, my angel! I can run no where elſe. 

Jab. Hold! hold Lud ſo fast! Your buſineſs is with 
don Felix. You may tell him how ugly the lady was, he 
had the gallantry to diſappoint. _ 
Gil. Faith, and fol 1 —But I'll be as a as death, 
madam. What do you intend to do with me? 
Jab. I intend to bid you good-night--that's all, Sir. 

Gil. Have you no mercy with ſo much beauty ? By hea- 
vens, I won't ſtir without you. 

Jab. I ſhall find a way to make you. Come, child, we 
muſt be going. * Beatrice. 

Gil. Yes, child, we muſt be going. 

Jab. You don't intend to follow us? 

Gil. No: I intend to go along with'you, 

1/ab. Was there ever ſuch aſſurance ? I'll cry out. 

Gil. I'll ſtop your mouth. [ Offering to kiſs Ber. 

Jab. Not for the world We ſhall be diſcovered. If 
you will follow, let it be at a diſtance. Any thing to get 
home. 

Gil. But will you promiſe to let me in, when you are 
at home? Upon my ſoul, I'll break your windows elſe. 

1/ab. Keep your diftance thea. The man's bewitched 
I think. W 

[Afide, and exit with Beatrice. 


SCENE 
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5 18 CE N E XIII. 
** Mrrcnilon at the other door. 


7c]. Hip! hip! Gil Blas! 


il. og in haſte, I'm in haſte, Melchior—80 come 
along, come along. There ſhe goes! 


Mel. Take care that ſomebody does not come. You 


have been watched I can tell you. 


Gil. Ha! But fo it is when a man intrigues with women 


of quality--Zounds | I ſhall loſe fight of her. Beſure you | 


keep cloſe to me. Exit. 
Mel. Which, if I do, hang me. No, faith; if I ſtand 

the brunt of a battle, there muſt be plunder. T he impu- 

dence of this raſcal ! But fince the devil's let looſe amon 


the women, I'll e'en make another trial for myſelf. 80 
fortune, or a blanket attend you, my dear. Exit. 


8 C E N E XIV. 


Enter Don GaBRIEL. 


Don Gab. Yes, yes, twas an appointment! I ſaw her un- 
veil: I faw how her eyes gloated upon him. A ftranger too! 
How came ſhe acquainted with him? No matter: I ſhall 
know preſently. By the help of this key (Pulling out a hey) 
T.can ſteal upon them through the garden. She hates me, 
and I'll be revenged. Don Lewis ſhall know of all. She 


threatens me with ruin; but no matter. My letters to her are 


burnt : 1 ſaw them n My friend ſhall be prepared : her 
gallant ſhall feel me too. A curſe light upon the ſex; and 


Mi double curſe upon the fools that truſt them. ( Eris. 


SCENE 
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SCENE XV. An apartment at 1SABELLA's, 
Enter IsABELLA, and Gil BLas. 
Lab. Follow me to my very dreſſing room!—Of all the 


impudent fellows I ever ſaw in my life— 

Gil. You like Me. the beſt. Why, faith, as you fay, 
there's nothing like impudence upon theſe occaſions You 
look deviliſhly tempting, E 

Jab. You talk deviliſhly ſaucy. 

Gil. Is that your chamber? 

ab. And what then? 

Gil. Nay, nothing at all. 

Jab. The door's locked. 

Gil. We'll fee that preſently---N 0 ſtruggling now 
Nay then! [ Catching her in bis arms. 

Jab. I won't be pulled ſo--T'll call out. 

Gil. It ſhall be from the next room then. 

Jab. Is the devil in you? 

Gil. Ten thouſand of them, my angel ! Don't you find 
how ſtrong I am ? [ Carrying her to the door. 

I/ab. 1 do, Ido--Mercy Mercy! 


SCENE XVE. 
Enter BRATRICE. 


Beat. Undone, undone | madam !---There's don Gabriel 
come in the back way, and running up ſtairs. 
Sil. Don Gabriel T The devil he is! If he ſhould know 
me now |--Locked ſure enough! (Afide, and trying to open 
the chamber door.) What's to ße done now, madam? 
Jab. Oh! never mind him: Fll treat him as he de- 
ferves. Gil. 
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Gil, That's more 8 1 lay I am TED yes, tis 
don Gabriel How will this end ? N. I[Alde. 


80 E NE XVII. 
Euter Dox Gaprigl. 


Don Gab. So, madam, you are found at laſt! 
Jab. You ſhall repent "his, Sir. 
Don Gab. Perhaps not. | 
T/ab. Leave me this moment. 
Don Gab. Not till I have ſatisfaction here, madam. 
| [ Looking at Gil Blas. 
Gil. O lord O lord ! (Afide) Have I done you any injury, Sir? 
Don Gab. You have, Sir. Who are you? - 
155 A gentleman; and My friend. You are anſwered, 
I hope. 
Gi Ay, Sir; a geatleman, and this lady's friend—You 
are anſwered, I ho 20 
Don Gab. The gentleman ſhall be tried, Sir. Follow me 
this moment, | 
Gil. She won't let us fight ſure! . 2þ Aldi. 
Jab. How, if I deſire fim to ſtay? ? 
Gil. Ay, Sir; how if the lady deſires me to „ yr Tl 


meet him in the morning, madam. [ Apart. 


Lab. 1 am miſtreſs of myſelf, and accountable to no 


man; therefore leave me this moment. 


0 I wiſh he would. ker; ¶Alade. 
* Tſab. Hark you, Sir.  ' [To don Gab. 
Gil. He does not know me; that's my comfort: I 
ſhould certainly have been kicked elſe. 2 e 


Jab. You have found me with a ſtranger, I ap 
| him, Tell it don Lewis. But remember You. and I fl 
__ together. 
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together. (As art.) Leave me, I ſay. I am miſtreſs of my 
own houſe, and will be ſo of my conduct. 

Don Gab. You ſhall find, madam, you are accountable 
to Me. For You, Sir — 

Gil. Now it comes. | | | [Afade. 

Don Gab. I muſt be acquainted with you. 

Gil. O, Sir --- as to that --- you ſhall know me time 
enough. My name, Sir---my name is don Antonio Nees 
bavaro de Paſſiado --- And hark you, Sir! (7/hiſpers.) N 
words before the lady---You have heard of the Callabavaro 1 

Don Gab. No matter, Sir; I'll be punctual. And now, 
madam, I ſhan't ſtay to diſturb you. Your mean deſcend- 
ing to ſuch a wretch as this, has taught me to deſpiſe you. 
When we meet next, my friend ſhall be of the party: Think 
on't and tremble. Exit. 

Jab. I laugh at you. | 

Gil. So do I--- now he's gone. (Afide.) Who is he, 
madam ? 


Jab. A villain. [ Yalking in confuſion. 
Gil. Would I were gone too | For the devil of any paſ- 
ſion has he left me but fear. [ Afrde. 


Jab. Was it a challenge you gave him ? 

Gil. A challenge, madam ! -— Was it for a man of rank, 
and a foldier too, to be faluted with a --- who are you --- 
and I muſt be acquainted with you ? --- Tl be damned an- 
gry, and fo ſteal off. [ Afae. 
ab. Has this man courage or not? (Ade) You are 

thoughtful], Sir. 
Gil. His name is don Gabriel, you ſay ? 
Jab. And lodges in the ſuare. Every body knows him. 
Gil. And lodges in the ſquare! Every body knows him! 
A I don't blame your reſentment. | 
| Aaa Gil. 
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Gil. O, ho! (Afide.) I'll not ſleep till I have found him. 
Jab. A villain, and a coward, Sir. 4 
Gil. Ves, yes, I muſt murder him, I ſee. (4fide.) Shall 

I bring you an account of him to-morrow ? 
Tſab. To-morrow | | | 
Gil. Ay, madam, to-morrow, I am unworthy of you 
till then. Reputation, madam | reputation | A ſoldier's 
reputation | | 
Lab. To-morrow then at four. You'll remember the 
hour? | 
Gil. Or die for my revenge. I am no boaſter, madam ; 
but to-morrow, don Antonio Callabavaro de Paſſiado ſhall 
bring you proofs of his birth and courage. Angels guard 
you!---Well off, faith ! | [ Afede, and exit. 
Jab. Tis well, don Gabriel! You have broken in upon 
my pleaſures, and may anſwer for it with your life. 


SCENE XVIII. 


Enter BEATRICE, 


Beat. Is not this gentleman a ſort of a bluſterer, madam ? 

Jab. He is not a don Gabriel, and therefore no favourite 
of your's. But he's a pretty fellow, and I like him : nay, 
and I'll have him too. You had beſt tell don Gabriel of 
my appointment with him to-morrow. | 

Bea. Have you any cauſe to ſuſpe& me, madam ? 

Jab. Tam in doubt about it. When I have certainty, I 
ſhall know how to behave. This Gabriel is a villain ; but 
let him betray me if he dares. A fig for reputation! I'll 
have done with it. My life ſhall be a life of pleaſure, let 
the world fay what it will. Follow me. [ Exeunt. 


ACT 
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ECAC LEAR GOT ERD IL 


XCT I 
SCEN E BRRNARDA's. 
Enter AURORA in boy's clothes, and Git, BIAS. 


Aur. | I have killed myſelf with laughing! That Ifa- 
| bella ſhould be the writer of that aſſignation! 

Gil. Or that I ſhould be her gallant! Faith, madam, I 
was only upon a frolic. Little did I think of mn 
Ifabella. 

Aur. You have not ſaid a word to don Lewis? 

Gil. J have not ſeen him, madam. 

Aur. What's o'clock ? 

Gil. Almoſt time for Me to be a ſoldier again paſt three, 
madam. But I have not killed don Gabriel: I have been 
worſe than my word there. | : 

Aur. O! he's beneath your notice. You are too fine 
a gentleman. . 

Gil. The fine gentleman. may get his bones broke thou oh. 

Aur. Never fear, never fear, Every thing we do = 
fortune in it. But, upon my word, don Lewis's eyes were 
ſo fixed upon me laſt night, that I could hardly keep my 
countenance. 

Gil. For heaven's ſake, no kate now, madam, Don 
Felix muſt be impudent. You may Vluſh the more for't 
when you are Aurora. 

Aur. You muſt aſſiſt me then. Watch both our 10 - 

Aaa 2 and 
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and when you ſee occaſion, break into our diſcourſe with 
any thing you can invent; no matter how abſurd. 
Sil. Never fear, madam,” 01 | 

Aur. To bind him faſter to me, Th be as whim as 
I can make myſelf. 

Gil. In the perſon of don Felix. : | 
Aur. I mean ſo. Ifabella's the theme. If he talks to 
me of Aurora, as I have a thouſand little whiſpers he 
will, Iſabella muſt be the bar to his being an with me. 
Kun and tell him I am dreſſed. 

Gil. In a moment, madam, 1 Enis 

Aur. (Mu fing Right! right -I have it 1. Diſgrace my 
rival firſt; be cool to my friend; give my lover one ſhort 
ſight of me in petticoats; by ftcalth too, to make it ſweeter ; 
and then to horſe! And if he does not follow me'to Ma- 
drid—-I have not the charms I think I have. 


SCENE H. wy 
Enter Don LEWIS, and G11. BLas. 
Don Lew. What, but juſt dreſſed ] Faith, you ſtaid it out 
laſt night. 1 began to ſuſpect you were playing the devil. 


Aur. ar upon my honour. We ung a _ wine 
with it indeed, | 
Don Lew: But was there no wedch i in the caſe ! | 
"Aur. Pſhah ! You don't think me fo ill bred. T was You 
had the wench. How long did you Nay with her 7 
Don Lew. About half an hour. But twas the ſhorteſt, 
half hour J ever knew in my life. 
Aur. Though it lafted---let me be- from ſeven in the 
evening to one in che  hobning Cs unleſs N N any 


where ele. D 0% isl! 
| ys 
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Don Lew. No, faith. And what's worſe, I ſhall never 
wiſh to go any where elſe. (Sighs.) But, my dear don Felix, 
not a word of Iſabella, How could you laugh fo yeſter- 
day, when your ſiſter enquired about her? It was not 
kind in you. 
Aur. Faith, I could not help lau ghing. A fine ac- 
quaintance for my ſiſter, upon my word ! But are you and 
I to be aſhamed of what we do? I think we are of quality 
enough to be aſhamed of nothing. 

Don Lew. Well, well! But no laughing; ; no o Ilabella, 
I beg of you. | 

Aur. Iwon't, I won't. 

Don Lew. Let me look at you a little. 

Aur. Ha! What the devil ails you ? 

Don Lew. Upon my foul, I'll give you half my es 
if you'll ſend. for Aurora's gown and cap, and wear them 
for an hour. 

Gil. Sir! Sir |--T'll wear them for the leaſt farm upon 
your eſtate. 

Aur. Aurora's gown and cap | And what then? 


Don Lew. Only that I may kneel t'you, and kiſs the 


back of your hand. Zounds! you'd be her very ſelf her 
ſweet, ſweet ſelf! 

Aur. The man's mad, I believe. (Turning, away. 

Don Lew. Stark ſtaring mad! Incurably mad! *Tis all 


Your doing, don Felix,; — You muſt take care of. me. 


Aur. I * t underſtand von., „ 

Don Lew. Nor I myſelf; only that my buſineſs i is d one 
O | that the gods, in pity to mankind 

Gil. Had made Her ugly, or don Lewis Hind 1. page 

800 on, Sir: we ſhall make it out between us. 


2049 


Don Lew. 1 ſhall never come down to * again. 
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Gil. Proſe, Sir | My lady Aurora was never thought of 
in proſe, Try your hand once more. 

Don Lew. Hold your prating, raſcal. Hark you, don 
Felix; I have ſeen your ſiſter. | 

Aer. 1 know it. And you're enclined to be mighty 
merry about her. But let me tell you, I have known men 
that have liked her. | 

Don Lew. Is there any particular one She likes ? 

Aur. Every ſoul that likes Her, I ſuppoſe. 

Gil. A grateful diſpoſition that ! [ Aide. 

Don Lew. Shall I ſpeak plainly of her ? 

Aur. Ay, if you don't abuſe her. 

Don Lew. You won't be in earneſt, I ſee. 

Aur. Yes, faith, if I thought You were ſo. 

Don Lew. In carnclt then, I love your fifter : and in 
earneſt too, I muſt have Your leave to dell her ſo. 

Aur. You have told her ſo, perhaps. | | 

Don Lew. No, upon my honour. If ſhe hk gueſſed at 
my heart, twas only from the looks I could not hide from 
her. 

Aur. My ſiſter had her looks too, I ſuppoſe ? 

Don. Lew. None, but what civility and >" ur 
gave her, 

Aur. I am glad of that though; for I was fadly afraid 


of myſelf. (Aſide.) This is a very odd affair, don Lewis. 
My leave to tell her ſo! Impoſſible] You can't be in 


earneſt | 
Den Lew. I am, by all my hopes; moſt A in 


earneſt. 
Aur. What ? When I am privy to your intrigue with 
another ? 


Don Lew, Ifabella! You ſhall ſoon ſee an end of that 
affair. Aur. 
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Aer. Why, what do you intend? 

Don Lew. To ſee her once more, and have done with 
her for ever. 

Aur. Has ſhe uſed you ill? 

Don Lew. Not that I know of. 

Gil. No matter for that, Sir : don Lewis may uſe Her 
ſo 1 hope. 

Aur. Hold your peace, Sir; and learn to know the 
times when your impertinence may be borne. (Angrily.) 
Look you, don Lewis : I can be neither friend nor enemy 
in this buſineſs till I ſee my fiſter : and that ſhall be pre- 
ſently. 

Don Lew. And at your return, Iſabella ſhall be no 
longer an objection. | Gong. 

Aur. Stay, don Lewis. I own I am perplexed, and 
know not how to act. I wiſh you had kept this declara- 
tion a ſecret from me. I had news for you, that friend- 
ſhip required me to tell; and now it will look like an of- 
ficious concern for my ſiſter. 

Don Lew. What is it? Speak | 

Aur. Iſabella's a----I won't name the word neither. 
But Gil Blas knows it, and can prove it. 

Don Lew. With all my heart, faith. What is it, Gil 
Blas ? 

Gil. Nay, Sir, no great matter. Only that I happened 
to ſee a gentleman let out at her back-door laſt night. 

Don Lew. Don Gabriel, I ſuppoſe. 

Gil. No, upon my ſoul, Sir; quite another ſort of a 
gentleman. A rampant young fellow; of about my ſize. 
I never ſaw a finer figure of a man fince I was born. 

Don Lew. At what time of the evening was this? 

Gil. About nine ; when You were with my lady Au- 
rora. | Don 
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Don Lew. And did you dog him ? 

Gil. His ſword was a little of the long eſt—-Lord, Sir! 
he'd have ſpitted me like a lark. He was not above my 
ſize neither. But the fineſt put together! I don't believe 
you'll match him in all Spain. 

Don Lew. You are ſure *'twas Iſabella's back-door ? 

Gil. I'll ſwear to that, Sir; and to her maid's letting 
him out. Yoy have bewitched my miſtreſs, ſays ſhe, in a 
whiſper. And he took the way to bewitch the maid too; 
for I ſaw him put a ſwinging purſe into her hand. And 
then he was turning upon his heel, Sir But you'll remem- 
ber to-morrow at four, ſays ſhe : my miſtreſs will die if 
you don't come---O | curſe your miſtreſs, thought I to 
myſelf---Ay, ay, ſays he---And the dog was fo careleſs - 
Ay, ay; tell her I'll come and die with her. Hey! San- 
cho | Diego] Lopez -- And away he ſlid, Sir, in a mi- 
nuet-ſtep, with three footmen at his heels. | 
Don Lew. If this ſtory be true, I ſhall be neither angry 

nor ſorry, For to deal plainly with you, don Felix, ſince 
J have ſeen your ſiſter, all women elſe are indifferent to 


Me. 
SCENE III. 


Enter MELCHnioR. 


Mel. Don Gabriel is below, Sir. 
Don Lew. Shall I aſk him up? 
Aur. By all means. Deſire the gentleman to walk up. 
(To Melchior, who goes m_ Will you tell him of this 
diſcovery ? | 
Don Lew. To be ſure J with: : and you ſhall ſee him 
ſtare as if a fit had ſeized him. Don Gabriel has too much 


honeſty in himſelf, to find out the want of it in * 
| Gil. 
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Gil. To be ſure, Sir, a mighty worthy man; but 


liable to be impoſed upon. 


SCENE IV. 
Re-enter M8Lcnos with Don GABRIEL, and exit. 
Don Gab. Servant, ſervant, gentlemen, I have news for 


you, don Lewis. | 
. 2 Lew. I have news for You too. Ifabella's th 
evil. 

Don Gab. That's My news. How did you hear it ? 

Don Lew. From Gil Blas here. 

Gil. Yes, Sir, from Me. 

Don Gab. From You | What intelligence have You ? 
Don Lew. The intelligence of his eyes and cars. He 
ſaw a gentleman let out at her back-door laſt night, and 
over-heard an appointment for to-day. 

Don Gab, That's well. But he could not tell you that 
I broke in upon them, Such a pitiful, contemptible, raſ- 
cally, ſneaking, cowardly wretch | I could have torn her 
piece-meal for even looking at him. 

Gil. Sir | Pitiful, contemptible, raſcally, cowardly | 
Faith, to my mind now, the gentleman was a mighty good- 
looking ſort of a gentleman, 

W 0 Gab. A gentleman! A monkey has more manhood 

im 

Gil. Paſſion, Sir! Paſſion! You ſaw him through the 
falſe medium of paſſion, 

Don Gab. Paſſion What, with a worm | The ich 
was beneath trampling upon, 

Gil. O lord! O lord] But there's 9 ſome miſtake 
in this. We don't mean the fame perſon, Sir. 
B b b Dion 
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Dion Gab. Was not he dreſſed in red? 
Gil. Ves, he was. But twas not the colour of his coat 

that ſtruck me: *twas his air— his his dignity---Come, 


he had ſome dignity ; you muſt allow him a little dig- 


nity. 


Den Gab. O | abundance of di gnity! 
Gil. Some people's eyes | That's all 1 ſay---Some people's 
eyes! 
Aur. Gil Blas! Why, I think accounts differ a little. 

[ Apart. 
Don Lew. But what did you do with him ? 


Don Gab. Would you think it ? The fellow challenged 
me. 


Gil. 1 told you he had courage, Sir. [To don Lew. 

Don Gab. Ay. But he forgot the appointment. 1 
waited for him two hours after the time this morning, with 
a horſewhip for my weapon. 

Gil. And did you think he'd come, Sir? As if a gen- 
tleman would come to be horſe-whipt! O fad! O fad! 

Don Lew. How do you know of the aſſignation to- 
day ? 

. Gab. Her ladyſhip's maid was with me. The fel- 
low meets her at four, ſhe ſays; and ſhe'll open the door 


to us---ſo come away with Me. 

Don Lew. To your lodgings ? 

Don Gab. Ay. I have ſomething elſe to tell you. She 
bas a plot to make Me as black as herſelf, We have only 
half an hour to conſult in. 


Don Lew. III follow you then. I have a word for don 

Felix firſt. 
Don Gab. You won't be long? I'll wait for you in your 
own apartments. Don Felix, your ſervant. On 
ur. 
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Aur; And d' you intend going to her houſe ? 
Don Lew. Ves: and taking leave of her in form. 

Aur. You'll puniſh the gentleman though? _ 
Don Lew. Yes, faith, will I-- 


Gil. Sol fol | Aldo. 
Don Lew. By giving him the lady. 
Gil. O ho! Then all's ſafe. | [Alde. 


Don Lew. But don Gabriel expects me. Shall I meet 
you at Auroras 

Aur. No. I ſhall ſtay but an hour there; and ſhould 
take it as a favour if you left her to herſelf, till we meet 
to-morrow. 

Don Lew. Nay, chat s too much. I have leave to viſit 
her this evenin 

Aur. You'll oblige me by deferring this viſit. 

Don Lew. You hurt me, don Felix; I did not expect 
ſuch coolneſs, | 

Aur. I am ſorry for that. You may find me warmer 
| to-morrow, perhaps. 

Don Lew. Well, Sir; it muſt be as You pleaſe. If Iſa- 
bella's the objection, I am going to her for the laſt time. 
Adieu. | Exit. 
Aur. Yours, Sir. Poor fellow, how I have teazed him! 
But oppoſition i is your only quickener. You mult away to 
the appointment, Gil Blas. 

Sil. I ſhall certainly be kicked. | 

Aur. No, no; tis but diſcovering yourſelf, and the mat- 
ter ends in a laugh. But a word before you go. When 
the buſineſs is over at Ifabella's--- 

Gil. I wiſh it was over. 

Aur. You muſt hurry don Lewis to Aurora. 


Gil. Hey * I thought you inſiſted u pon his keeping 


away. | B b b 2 Aur. 
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Aur. Ay; that, by Your inſtructions, I may be ſure of 
ſeeing him. I'Il be denied to him, when he comes though. 
Laura ſhall tell him that my brother's with me ; who ſhall 
reſent this viſit, He has made a point, you know, of his 
not ſeeing me. | | 

Gil. You'll appear to him in breeches then? 

Aur. Not till to-morrow. But to haſten him to Aurora, 
you muſt hint to him that you have ſuſpicions of your 
maſter; that he has private deſigns, and intends oppoſing 
him with his ſiſter. You may fling in a hint too, that the 
lady likes him ; that her brother's out of the way--In ſhort, 

any thing--ſo you get him to viſit me, and to break his 
- promiſe with don Felix. 

Gil. Which if I don't 

Aur. Away, away then —-But don't forget, and go to 
the appointment in thoſe clothes. 

Gil. What, forget the very eſſence of a gentleman ! I'II 
ſend Melchior for a chair for you. Hey! Melchior! Call a 
chairÞr my maſter : and then, d'you hear?--call another 
for Me. ns 

Aur. And now I ſhall know, in a few hours, the ſucceſs 
of this wild ſcheme. But how it my brother ſhould be at 
Madrid! Nay, if he ſhould have traced me hither ! The 
comfort is, that he knows nothing of Gil Blas, or Gil Blas 
of Him; ſo they may meet and paſs without diſcovery. As 
for myſelf, he ſhall find it hard to catch me —unleſs upon 
the road to Madrid--and then it ſhall be the fault of my 
horſe. Well! if ever woman took ſuch pains for a man |! 


why--I hope ſhe got him, that's all. [ Exit. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. Another apartment. 
Enter Don Lzw1s, and Don GasRItL. 


Don Lew. Why did not you tell me of this? You have 
ſuſpected her a good while then? 

Don Gab. Of an immoderate love of pleaſure. But I 
had no downright proofs- of her infamy, and therefore ſaid 
nothing. 

Don Lew. And whenever you upbraided her, ſhe threat- 
ened you with deſtruction ? 

Don Gab. Ay. I ſhould not wonder if ſhe told you 1. 
had raviſhed her. Give don Lewis but a hint of my diſ- 
honeſty, ſays ſhe, and your ruin is inevitable: I'll ſwear 
to him that you have whored me ; ; that his friend, his bo- 
ſom-friend, the man whom he ſupports, has whored me. 
Tis not your innocence that ſhall guard you from my re- 
venge. 

Don Lew. Was this yeſterday ? 

Don Gab. Veſterday, when I broke in upon her. And 
my life upon't ſhe keeps her word. 

Don Lew. J hope ſo, faith. My Honeſt Habella ! Why, 
this is exactly as I could with it. "How heard you of the 
appointment to-day ? 

Don Gab. Her ladyſhip's maid was with me. She'll 
open the door to us. 1 

Don Lew. ſhall be quite the FEY Ee with her. 

' Don Gab. And ſhe the devil with You. But come ; we 
muſt haſten to our place of rendezvous. Beatrice will ap- 

at the window, if the fellow comes. 

Don Lew. Away then. You are hurt, don Gabriel, 
but I am pleaſed with her infamy. [ Pxeunt. 

| SCENE 
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S 0 E N E VI. ISABELLA's. 
Enter IsaBELLA, and BEAT RICE. 


Jab. You have ſecured the garden- door? 

Beat. Safe enough, I'll warrant you. 

Jab. And you have heard nothing of the Avec: and 
don Gabriel to-day ? 

Beat. Not a ſyllable. | | 

Jab. I wonder if they met. But don Gabriel thought 
better on't, perhaps. EM 
Beat. Or the ſtranger, madam. 

1/ab. J have a better opinion of him. Is it Lok yet ? 

Beat. The clock has juſt ſtruck. - 

Jab. Leave me then. And ſee you admit no one but 
Him. 

Beat. Yes, lden. And yet you may have other oih- 
tors, or I am bribed to no purpoſe. [ Afide, and exit. 

Jab. J have reaſon to ſuſpect this wench. She's a crea- 
ture of don Gabriel's. But let the worſt happen, I am 
prepared for't. (4 knocking at the door.) Hark! Here's 
ſomebody coming. I grow old and ugly by thinking of 
this Gabriel---But here comes one to make me young 
again, 


* SCENE. VII. 


Enter BEATRICE with GIL BLas, dreſſed. 


Gil. Servant, madam---Handſomer than ten thouſand 
angels |--I believe we ſhan't want You, child. (7o Beatrice.) 
And beſides, I don't mightily like that face of yours. 

Beat. Sir | 1 ſhan't ſtay to frighten you. But you may 
chance to ſee faces preſently, that you'll like leſs. 
[ Afide, and exit. 


\ 
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Lab. What have you done with don Gabriel? 
Gil. What a gentleman of My rank ought to do with the 


vulgar : nothing at all, madam. 
1/ab. Haven't you ſeen him then ? 


Gil. Upon my honour, not I. Poverty is apt to make 


men deſperate : and we gentlemen of affluent fortunes, who 
know how to enjoy life, know how to prize it too. 

Jab. Your ſervant, Sir. My woman will open the 
door for you. [ Turning away. 

Gil. Ha |--What [---Is any thing the matter, madam ? 

1/ab. Nothing at all, Sir. Good bye t'you. [ Going. 

Gil. You are — in earneſt ſure ?---Juſt as I expected. 

[ Afade. 
1/ab. Your way Kee there, Sir. (Pointing to the door.) 
I have buſineſs. 

Gil. And ſo have I, faith. Getting between her and the 
door.) Look you, madam ; this won't do. You and I 
muſt not part ſo. | 

Jab. Is this the man of honour and courage | that 
could not ſleep for his revenge | Is this--- 

Gil. Why, really, madam, I did intend to have cut his 
throat; but I don't know how it was, I changed my 
mind. 

Jab. As J have mine, Sir. Begone this moment. (4 noiſe 
without.) What noiſe is that? 

Don Gab. (Without) Don't tell Me---Did not we ſee him 


in | 
" (Without) You are miſtaken, Sir; twas a gentle- 
man to Me. My miſtreſs is not at home. 
Don Lew. (Without) We'll try that preſently. 
1 8 Don Lewis too - -Nay, then - But let them come. 
Le 
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Gil. Is the devil in the houſe? But if you love blood, 
madam, you ſhall ſee whether I have courage or not, 


SCENE VIII. 


Enter Don LEWIS, and Don GarBRIEL, 


Don Lew. Don't be alarmed, madam : the viſit is a little 
abrupt indeed ; but you know how to excuſe it. I have 
ſeen that face before. [ Looking at Gil Blas. 

Gil. And may poſſibly ſee it again, Sir. 

Laab. Well, Si | you have found me! 

Don Lew. Reports are often falſe, madam ; I thank you 
for the ſatisfaction of my eyes. 

Jab. Twas a fatisfaction I intended you: ſo 1 have a 
right to your thanks. I ſhall deſerve don Gabriel's too. 

Don Gab. You have them with all my heart, madam, 
But we muſt thank the gentleman, don Lewis. 

Gil. Nay, Sir, as to that---I ſhan't inſiſt upon ceremony, 

Don Lew. (5 alking up to Gil Blas.) J have certainly ſeen 
this face: may I beg to know where, Sir? 

Gil. You ſhall know it at a proper time, Sir. 

Don Lew. Where did you ſteal theſe clothes? They don't 
fit you. 

Gil. Steal them, Sir? 

Don Gab. Ay, Sir, ſteal them--But you have forgot, I 
ſappoſe ---as you did your appointment with Me, raſcal | 

[ Takes him by the collar, 

Gil. Hands off, Sir | You are two to one upon me But 
I expect to be treated like a ſoldier. 

Don Gab. Like a ſoldier, firrah | [Shakes him, 

Lab. Is this behaviour for My houſe, Sir ? 

[To don Gabriel, who lets him 655 
i 
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Si Tis mi ghty odd behaviour, madam. 
Don Gab. Say you ſo, Sir? [Offers to take hold of him. 
Don Lew. (Inter pofing) Hold, don l Vou' ll frighten 


him into fits. 
Sil. No, Sir — nor both of you. 


Don Gab, Prithee let me come at him: I'll only ſhake 
him a little. | 


Jab. You ſhall repent this outrage. 
Gil. Why, that's very kind now. (Afde) Pray, be com- 


E madam: you ſhall find me a match for them preſent- 


y, For you, Jon Lewis, I know you. 
Don Lew. Ha! You know my name indeed. Where 
was it you knew me? 

Gil. Your memory fails you, Sir ; but I can refreſh it. 

Den Lew. Do it this moment then. 

Don Gab. I'Il quicken him a little. 

[ Offers to lay hold of him again. 

Don Lew. Hold, I ſay | Who are you, Sir? 

Gil. A gentleman, Sir; and one that has obliged you. 
You have inſulted a man, ir, that has done you ſervices ; 3 
ſervices, Sir, that I ſhan't upbraid you with ; though it is 
ingratitude in you to forget them. I have never cleaned your 
ſhoes indeed ; no, Sir, I am above it ; but I have run of 
your errands : 1 have really run of your errands, The 
name of don Antonio — de Paſſiado may ſound 
ſtrange to you, perhaps: but I have another at your ſervice- 
Look in my face, Sir. What think you of your friend don 
Sil Blas de Santilane ? 

Don Lew. 
and Gil Blas 
Don Gab. 
Gil. The very 8 Sir ; don Felix $ is ESI 


* | Cec and 
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and your honour's. A pox upon this patch | I ſhall tear 
away my ſkin with it. (Pullis off his patch.) There, Sir | 
And now I believe you'll beg my pardon, 


Jab. Am I impoſed upon? Who are you? 
Gil. Only don Felix's ſervant, madam : the fame that 


brought you a letter yeſterday from don Lewis. You re- 


member how you admired my wit, madam | 
Don Lew. 
and Ha, ha, ha! 
Don Gab. | 
Jab. Am I detected with a ſervant then | (Suatebes don 
" Lewis's ſword, and runs at Gil Blas.) Die, villain |! 
Don Lew. Hold, madam | This ſword is mine. 
| | [PP reſts it from her hand. 
Gil. Pray take care of her, gentlemen. ES: 
Jab. Well, Sir! you have diſarmed me. Give me the 
{word again, and T'Il direct it properly. (Looking at don 
Gabriel, who laughs.) Ay, laugh at me, do. You have 
caught me; but your triumph ſhall be ſhort. I am diſ- 
| graced by a contrivance; and your glory is, that three 
men have been too hard for a woman. 
Gil. No, madam: they knew no more of me than your 
ladythip. 
1/ab. No matter. They have hurt my pride only. I 
am innocent with You, Sir : I found you to be a wretch--- 
Gil. Very true, madam. 
1/ab. But with that villain there, I have been guilty. 
i 5 [ Pointing to don Gab. 
Don Lew. That we expected, madam. 
Don Gab. Ha, ha, ha !—-No interruptions, I beg, Sir. 
Jab. Yes, Sir, for a moment: that you may laugh 
once more. But remember tis the laſt time. 5 
| 2 
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Don Gab. Pray proceed, madam. 


Jab. To Your everlaſting ruin. Read theſe letters, 


Sir, (Giving letters to don Lewis) and ſee to whom they are 
directed. What, thunder-ftruck | (Zo don Gab.) You ſaw 
them burnt, did you ? But not all, Sir. You ſhould have 
been ſecure of that. I knew you to be a villain, and re- 
ſerved theſe for your deſtruction. 
Don Lew. T hy letters are in Your hand, don Gabriel. 
Reading. 
Don Gab. Forged; every word of them forged. 
Don Lew. III read, Sir. 
Gil. How like a rogue he looks | I ſhall aſk him about 
my dignity, preſently. Aide. 
Jab. 1 can tell you the contents, Sir. (To don Gab.) A 
few pieces of private hiſtory, to blacken your friend. Twas 
a point you laboured at, to ſecure me to yourſelf. Don 
Lewis will tell you, whether they are forged or not. | 
Don Lew. Theſe letters muſt be mine, madam. (Putting 
them in his pocket.) For You, Sir | (Walking up to don Gab.) 
never ſee my face again. You are fallen even below my 
reſentment. The hand-writing is Vours, Sir: though I had 
doubted my own eyes, but for circumſtances in the letters, 
that only You were privy to. Farewel both. I leave you 
fit company for one another. Come, Gil Blas. [ Going. 
Gil. Sir | Sir | Only for a moment, Sir! I came in like 
a gentleman, and and methinks would fain go our like one 
And ſo, madam, as our intrigue is at an end--- 
Don Lew. Follow me, I ſay. [ Exit. 
Gil Only a ſhort ſpeech, Sir ; 
Ye loves and graces, hover round. this pair, 
And make their virtues your peculiar care. 


[ Exit. 
Cc c 2 Don 
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[ Don Gabriel and Iſabella ſtand for ow time looking 
at each other, 
1/ab. Leave me. 
Don Gab. You have undone me. 
T/ab. And therefore I am happy ; e happy! 
Don Gab. I have undone You too. 
1/ab. No matter. Leave me, I fay. 
Don Gab. I dare not leave you--I doat upon you. 
r I hate you. 
Don Gab. Twas my love for you that did this. Is there 
no way to make amends ? 
Jab. Ves; by leaving me. 


Den Gab. Don Lewis is happy. He loves another, and 
laughs at both of us. 


Jab. Ha! Love another l- Does he hn another ? Name 
her to me this moment. 

Don Gab. Aurora, the ſiſter of don Felix. To-morrow, 
perhaps, will ſee them married.. She's here at Salamanca, 
He told me of her himſelf : he told me too, that he was 
weary of you : that he wanted an excuſe to break with 
you: and now, at this moment, in the arms of his Au- 
rora, he's rejoicing at your diſgrace. 

Jab. Tis well! I wanted only this to make me mad. 

You love me, you fay--how ſhall I be ſure on't ? 
Don Gab. Put me to the trial. 

Jab. What trial? You would make amends too. What 
amends ? Come, be villain enough to prompt me. Don 
Lewis 1s your enemy. | 


Don Gab. I hate him. 

Jab. Is that all? 

Don Gab. What mean you f 

wr Nothing. 
Don 
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Don Gab. I hate him, and would be revenged. 
Jab. 1---love him, and would be revenged. 
Don Gab. How? 
Jab. Guels. 
Don Gab. Ha 
Jab. You heſitate! I thought you * enough for 
any thing. 
"Don G Gab. What's the reward ? 
Jab. The poſſeſſion of me for ever. I'II plunder my 
father, and fly with you the next moment. 
Don Gab. How am I ſecure of that? 
Jab. Come with me to my cloſet. | 
Don Gab. Agreed, madam. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IX. Avkrora's. 


Enter AURORA in boy's clothes, and Laura. 


Aur. What are they doing at Iſabella's all this time? 

Lau. Toſſing Gil Blas in a blanket, perhaps. 

Aur. No, no ; don Lewis will be pleaſed. I don't like 
his ſtaying ſo long though. 

Lau. Don't be impatient, madam. 

Aur, No, not impatient--But why does not he come? 
Gil Blas was to hurry him to me. 

Lau. All in good time. But you are fo violent, you 
won't give him an hour to get rid of a miſtreſs. 

Aur. Yes; it 'twould lead him to a wite. You don't 
conſider the conſequence of ſuch a viſit. 


Lau . The conſequence! Nay, madam, if you have 
concealed any thing--- 


Aur. A thouſand things--I have a little wala in this 


heart, and but n to tell what paſſes in t. 
Lau. 
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Lau. Tis a woman's tongue though. 

Aur. And yet it won't do my bulines, But if don 
Lewis makes no attempt to ſee me this evening, I have a 
great mind he ſhall never ſee me _ The fellow can 
have no ſpirit in him. 

Lau. And beſides, madam, how are we to quarrel with 
him to-morrow? Or why is the fiſter to be — away, if 
don Lewis does not break his promiſe with the brother? 

Aur. Or how ſhall I be ſure he loves me? The caſe 
ſtands thus. Says the impertinent don Felix, I muſt have 
no viſiting at my ſiſter's to-night. Says the gallant don 
Lewis, it muſt be as You pleaſe. Ay, but ſays Gil Blas--for I 
am ſure he has not forgot his inftructions---how if Aurora 
lovesyou?and how it her brother ſhould intend you a trick ?-- 
If this does not bring him, I'll poſitively never ſee him again. 
Tau. No more I would, madam. 

Aur. 1 have ventured boldly for him; and if he fails me 
but in a ſingle grain of equal love and ſpirit—F Il to horſe for 
Madrid this very night. What has He to riſk? Why, 
the diſpleaſure of a boy---Let him ſtay but an hour from 
me, and if ever he ſees me again, it ſhall be through the 
grate of a nunnery. I'll lower theſe mad flights; fay my 
prayers all day, and never think of man again. 

[4 knocking at the door. 

Lau. O ho! Are you there, Sir! You'll be no nun, madam. 

Aur. I hope not. You know how to deny me to him ? 
But remember to-morrow at nine--I muſt be ſure of him at 
nine--Don't let him come farther than the door though-- 
My brother's in the next room with me you know--and i he 
ſees him--O lord! O lord! | 
Tau. Tl warrant you, madam. - [Exit 

Aur. Yes, yes, the man's my own again. I began to be 

frightened 
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| frightened though. Now muſt poor Aurora be packed to 
Madrid upon this viſit, If people make promiſes, they 
ſhould keep them--I am not a man to be trifled with-- 


Ha! The door opens! She won't let him in, ſure ! What's 
the matter, Laura ? 


SCENE X. 
Re-enter Laura, and after her, Gil BLas, dreſſed. 


Lau. You are very impertinent, methinks. (To Gil Blas. 
The gentleman would take no denial, Sir. (To Aurora.) He 


muſt ſpeak with you, he fays. 
Aur. Have you any buſineſs with Me, Sir ? 
Gil. It you are don Felix de Mendoza, Sir. 
Lau. Ha, ha, ha! Don't you know him, madam ? 
Aur. Gil Blas | A very ſoldier- like appearance, upon my 
word | Ha, ha, ha! | 
Gil. No laughing, madam. The Callabavaro's are 


grave men, mighty grave men. 

Aur. Well, and what? and how ?--- 

Gil. And when, madam ?---That's the queſtion. He'll 
be here preſently--We have done the buſineſs--deteed don 
Gabriel too--Such a pair of them] But we left them toge 
ther. 

Aur. And where's don Lewis? 

Gil. At the tavern ; chucking down a ſecond bottle of 
champaign to your ladyſhip's health, 

Aur. Alone? 

Gil. With an old prieſt, madam. I pretended buſineſs at 
Bernarda's, to give you notice of his coming. But we have 
had the devil to do. 

Aur. At Iſabella's? Tell me how it went. 

Gil. 
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Gil. Only one thing wanting, madam : the lady was 
not diſgraced enough. 
Aur. Is not it over then? And was not ſhe detected? 

Gil. Yes, yes, madam, ſhe was detected But then it 
was with Me. There was ſomething in My appearance 
that | 

Aur. No trifling now, Gil Blas. 

Gil. Why then, madam, every thing happened as you 
could wiſh. But the buſtle has been ſince. 

Aur. What buſtle ? . 

Gil. With don Lewis, madam. He muſt needs know 
who ſet me upon this intrigue. Was it your maſter, ſays 
he? If Iſabella has been My miſtreſs, ſhe ranks too high for 
His footman. 

Aur. But you ſatisfied him, I hope? 

Gil. By telling the whole truth, madam. Lord | Sir, 
ſays I, my maſter does not think of you--unleſs tis to ſpite 
you. You may fancy him your friend perhaps : but he's 
no body's friend. He loves miſchief. Go to my lady, Sir: 
your buſineſs is with Her. All this was in the ſtreet, 
madam. He was ſadly out of ſpirits, he ſaid; hurt to 
the heart by don Gabriel. So with much ado, I inveigled 
him to the tavern— | 

Aur. And plied him with the whimſies of your maſter? 

Gil. And with bumpers too; or I had not worked him 
up to viſit you. What, ſays I, and ſo my maſter has in- 
ſiſted upon your keeping from his ſiſter to-night! And why 
was it, d'you think? Only to ſend her to Madrid, that 
you may never ſee her again, I'Il tell you a ſecret-—She 
loves you, and He knows it. Love me, ſays he! (In a 
drunken tone) for the champaign began to mount, madam 

---Does the dear creature love me? No, no; it's * 
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ble, it's impoſſible. Does her duenna love Me, ſays 1 
For I told him all about it, Laura 

Lau. ' Coxcomb ! 

Gil. If Aurora loves me, ſays he, a fig for her brother. 
There's my purſe, you dog--Here it is, madam--T'other | 
bumper, prieſt, and I'll fly to her in a moment. (4 knock- 
ing at the door.) This is he, madam---I muſt not be ſeen 
by him, 

Aur. This way, this way then !---Laura. undertakes 
him now. Slip through the back-door, and attend his 
coming at Bernarda's. LX _ again, 

Lau. He grows impatient, madam. 

Aur. I have ſchemes that I want time to tell you of--- 
But wait for him at Bernarda's---You muſt ply him with 
a few more of your maſter's whimſies Now, now, 
Laura | Exit. 

Gil. But don't depend upon your face, child. He's a 
little tipſy, you know, and may be outrageouſly loving. 

| Exeunt different ways. 


SCENE NI. | The fret. 
Enter Dox F11x in a riding-dreſs, and Px DRO. 


Don Fel. Have done, Sir | The honour of my family 8 
at ſtake, and I'll have no reſt till I'm revenged. 

Ped. Only conſider, Sir. All laſt night we were whip 
and ſpur upon the road; and now at night again, when 
we ſhould be fitting down to a comfortable ſupper, here 
we are, groping about the ſtreets, in a ſtrange place. I 
don't like it, Sir ; I muſt needs tell you, I don't like it. 

Don Fel. Will you have done, Sir ? | 

Ped, There s another thing too---You are not ſure 'tis 

Ddd my 


nA 


my lady Aurora that we have hunted hither. Vou can't 
ſwear ſhe went off in boy's clothes: all we know of the 
matter is from ſcoundrel poſt-boys, and lying inn-keepers : 
and then, Sir, you were 2 to put words into their 
mouths. 

Don Fel. Have we heard "RY here, firrah ? 

Ped. A mighty matter indeed | That here's one don 
Felix, who lives with one don Lewis, who lodges with 
one Bernarda Lord, Sir | here may be twenty don Fe- 
lix's, for any thing We know. . 

Don Fel. I tell you, tis my ſiſter. I have a thouſand 
circumſtances to convince me. She has aſſumed My name, 
and lives in infamy with don Lewis. Il ſee them before 1 
ſleep---So away, Sir. 

Ped. Hark ! Don't you hear a noiſe ? This is the devil 
of a place, Sir. 

- SCENE XII. 


Enter at a diſtance Don GaARRIZL, and three or four 
aſſaſſins. 
Don Gab. Stand at the corner there. Theſe are ſtran- 
gers. I have traced him to the tavern yonder, and this is 
his way home. I'Il give the word as ſoon as he appears. 
Exit, with afſaſſins. 

Ped. Did you hear them, Sir ? We ſhall certainly be 
murdered. 

Don Fel. No, no; they are in purſuit of another---and 
here he comes, perhaps. Stand by a little. If they attack 
him, I'll defend him. 

Ped. Defend him, Sir! What, deſend a ſtranger ? O 
lord | O lord -I with there was another ſtranger to de- 
fend Me! [They retire within the ſcenes. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE XIII. 
Enter Don LE wis, drunk. 


Don Lew. Here again, faith | This is the third or fourth 


time that I have — this damned corner in my way 


home. The devil's upon a frolic to-night, and the raſcal 


has kicked the ſtreets out of their places. 

Don Felix. A gentleman! and in liquor [---Nay, then 
he demands my aſſiſtance. [ Apart. 

Ped. You forget my lady Aurora, Sir---And d a 

man in liquor never comes to any harm. 

Don Lew. Twas damned hard though in the dear an- 
gel, not to ſee me. I was forced to take up with my old 
ſnuffling prieſt again; and egad, we drank bumpers to 
Aurora, till the room turned round. Thank heaven, I 
can find my way home though. [ Going. 

Don Fel. (Coming Fas Sir | Sir! if you go That 
way, there's danger. 

Don Lew. Danger! Well, and what then? Who the 
devil are You ? 

Don Fel. A gentleman ; and one that may be of ſer- 
vice t' you. There are villains at the next corner, lying 
in wait for murder. You are in liquor, Sir, and their bu- 
ſineſs may be with You. 

Don Lew. With Me, ha! And why not with You? 


Muſt a man be murdered becauſe he's a little tipſy. But come 


along, Sir | Here's old truſty. (Drawing his ſword.) If they 


are for murder, I'll murder them So come along, I ſay. 
Don Fel. Not That way, Sir: the riſk is too great. 
Don Lew. Why, go your own way then; and fo good- 

night. I am a regular man, Sir; and always go the 

ſhorteſt way ho me. Hey! where are you , murderers? | Going. 
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Don Fel. Stay, Sir. Let me prevail upon you. | 
Don Lew. Not if you were the fineſt whore in Sala- 
manca. 


Ped. O, lord! O, lord! All this for a drunken ſtranger 
too. [Afids.. 


SCENE XIV. 


Re-enter Don GasriEL, and aſſaſſins. 


Don Gab. That's he. If the ſtranger aſſiſts him, he 
muſt die too. Fall on! 

Don Fel. (Drawing his ſword.) Villains! 

Don Lew. Come on I -A hundred of you | . 

[They engage: Don Gabriel and the aſſaſſins are 

driven off the ſtage. 

Ped. (Coming forward.) Watch! Watch! Murder | 
Watch! 

Don Lew. Hold your bawling, firrah! and don't make 
a diſturbance. Well enjoy the victory in peace. Well 
puſhed, faith a 

Don Fel. How are you, Sir? | 

Don Lew. Sound as a roach, old boy. You're a brave 
fellow upon my ſoul. What ſay you to a bottle at the 
next tavern now, that we may grow a little acquainted ? 

Don Fel. No, Sir, I'm engaged---And yonder's the 
watch to take care of you. 

Ped. We'll all go together, Sir--Watch |! Watch ] 

Don Lew. Hold your bawling, I lay [---I am a little 
drunk, Sir, as you ſee : but my name is don Lewis Pa- 
checo. I lodge hard by here, at Bernarda's ; and if you'll 
call upon me in the morning, I'll thank you as one ſober 
gentleman ought to thank another. 

Don Fel, Don Lewis Pacheco ! I have heard of you, Sir. 

Dor: 
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Don Lew. Heard of me, Sir |. That is not the thing: 
come and ſee me. 

Don Fel. Vou may depend upon me. Do you know 
a young gentleman, lately arrived here, who calls him- 
ſelf don Felix de Mendoza? | 

Don Lew. Know him | He's ſuch a ſort of a fellow, 
Sir, that the devil does not know him. He does not- 
nn believe. 

Don Fel. Vou are acquainted with him then? 

Don Lew. Acquainted with him 7 

Don Fel. And may tell me where to find him. 

Don Lew. Find him, Sir! You may find him with a 
whore I ſuppoſe : not a wench in Salamanca eſcapes him. 
But he has uſed me ill, Sir; and ſo I know nothing of 
him. I know a lady, called-danna. Aurora though; and 
that's better. I could tell you a ſtory now, it I had 4 
mind But no matter Im a very happy man, Sir; and 
that's enough. You'll ſee me to-morrow ? Here, watch | 
watch | Exit. 

Don Fel. Pauſing, and looking out.) They have got him 
I ſee. What think you now, Pedro? 

Ped. That we had better have gone with the watch, Sir. 

Don Fel. Fortune has made me his deliverer, to ſave 
him for my revenge. To-morrow he'll be ſober. 

Ped. And ſo you'll go back to the inn, Sir ? | 

Don. Fel. My hſter is his ſtrumpet. To-morrow he'll 
be ſober. 

Ped. Pray come along, Sir. My lady Aurora to be 


ſure---Hark !---Pray come along, Sir. 


Don Fel, To-morrow he'll be fober. [ Erxeunt. 
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SCENE draus, and diſcovers Don FELIX at an inn, 
ſealing a letter. 


HO waits there? Pedro! 'Tis morning 
now; and my gentleman has had the 

night to ſleep in. Pedro, I fay! (Enter Pedro.) What's 
0 Jock ? 

Ped. Paſt eight, Sir. 

Don Fel. Go with this letter to Bernarda's; and ſee that 
you deliver it ſafe. | 

Ped. I hope it is not to don Lewis, Sir. (Looking at the ſu- 
perſcription) I don't know the ſtreet. 

Don Fel. But you can aſk, Sir. Tis time he *. be 
ſtirring. 

Ped. Would not it be 1 Sir, to find out my lady 


Don Fel. 


Aurora 


Don Fel. Do as I bid you, Sir; and Jet me know that 
you have delivered it into his own hands. I ſhall be 


walking in the grove behind St. Luke's. You'll find the 


place, Sir. 

Ped. Yes, Sir, I ſhall find the place. But I don't 
mightily like this buſineſs, Women will be women, Sir. 
And if don Lewis and my lady ſhould be playing the fool 
at Salamanca here, I believe, Sir, it would be our wiſeſt 
way to. go back to Madrid. 

Don Fel. Will you go where I ſend you? 5 

ed. 
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Ped. You know I don't like fighting, Sir: and perhaps, 
if you'd conſider a little--I am in a ftrange place, Sir-- 
and if matters ſhould miſcarry--You have been a very good 

maſter, Sir; and twould break my heart if —Pray, Sir, 
may I ſell the horſes? 

Don Fel. Another word, raſcal! and T'll--- 

Ped. I'm gone, I'm gone, Sir---I did but mention it--A 
pox of this fighting | If a gentleman can but get himſelf 
rung through the lungs, he never conſiders what becomes 
of a poor ſervant. [ Afrde, and exit. 

Don Fel. Another time this fellow's fears could divert 
me. But my thoughts are upon revenge. So now for St. 
Luke's and don Lewis. | Exit. - 


8. C ENR U Baananna's. 


Enter Don Lewis, and Mxlchlok. 


Den Lew. In bed, Sir! Why in bed before I came home? 

Mel. I was taken very ill, Sir. 

Don Lew. You were Sunk, Sir. But have you heard 
nothing? Do you know of no diſturbance in the ſtreet laſt 
night? 

Mel. Diſturbance, Sir | J heard none. 

Don Lew. How came I home, raſcal ? 

Mel. The old way, Sir; by the watch---ſoGil Blas ſays; 
and that your honour was a little--- 

Don Lew. Drunk, Iſuppoſe--And what then? D'you quote 
precedent, firrah? If I am drunk, 'tis reaſon enough that 
You ſhould be ſober. 

Mel. I was taken violently ill, Sir: I — not tileepall night. 

Don Lew. And did you hear no noiſe? 

Mel. Not a breath, Sir. 

; | Don 
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Duo Lew. Nor any talk of an attack in the ſtreet ? 

Mel. None, Sir. 

Don Lew. Has no one called upon me this morning ? 

Mel. Not a foul, Sir. 

Don Lew. 1 have a confuſed heap of things in my head, 
but remember hardly any thing diſtinctly. That I was 
attacked laſt night I remember. That I was delivered by 
a ſtranger too I remember. But who he was, or how I got 
home, there my memory fails me. 


SCENE III. 
Enter BERNARDA, 


Ber. A letter, Sir. [ Gives a letter, 
Don Lew. From whom? 
Ber. The very queſtion I aſked, Sir--but I am not over- 
curious, you know. A ſervant brought it, and faid you'd 
know how to anſwer it. | 
Don Lew. You may go in, ſignora. 
Ber. I ſhan't ſtay to diſturb you, Sir. Zæit. 
Don. Lew. This letter, perhaps, may explain matters. 
[ Opens and reads the letter to himſelf. 
Mel. The different effects of liquor upon different con- 
ſtitutions! Why, here am I now as good-humoured a fel- 
low as any in the univerſe; and my maſter there, all fire 
and gun-powder. He mult live ſober, or I ſhall take him 
to taſk, I believe. „ 
E Lew. So, ſo, ſo! Where's Gil Blas? 
Mel. 1 believe he's within, Sir. e 
Don Lew. Tell him I want him. (Exit Melchior.) A 
Challenge | Is it poſſible? Does the boy play with me? Or 
is he really in earneſt? To ſend it ina letter too] Do we 
live 
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live at a diſtance then? Does not one roof lodge us? one 
7 board us ?---I have dealt openly by him 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Gil BLlas. 


Where's your maſter, Sir ? | 

Gil. Upon his pleaſures, I ſuppoſe. I have ſeen nothing 
of him ſince yeſterday. 

Don Lew. Since yeſterday | Was not he at home laſt 
night ? 

Gil. No, faith, Sir: tis well if he comes home to-night : 
his frolics don't commonly end ſo ſoon. But I wiſh g gen- 
tlemen would conſider a little. Servants muſt ſleep, Sir 
we muſt have our natural reſt, as well as--- | 
Don Lew. I am ſerious, sir. D- you know nothing of 

him? 

Gil. Not a ſyllable, Sir. 

Don Lew. Read that then. (Gives him a letter) Aloud, 
Bir. 

Gil. J hope no accident has happened. 

Don Lew. Read, I ſay. 

Gil (Reads) Don Lewis has abuſed my fifter, and diſ- 
honoured a noble family; but if bravery can exiſt 
with baſeneſs, he will be ready to vindicate with his 
_ ſword the wrongs be has done to Felix de Mendoza. 

P. S. I wait fingly in the grove behind St. Luke's. 

Don Lew. You know the hand, Sir ? 

Gil. To be ſure, Sir, it is my maſter” s hand. Not that 
I ever {aw it before though. [Afde, 

Don Lew. Can you gueſs at the meaning ? 

Gil. The meaning, Sir | Why, are you furprized at it, 
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after what I told you yeſterday? The meaning is, Sir, that 
he's a pretty ſwordſman, and wants to be doing a little. 

Don Lew. Upon what foundation? 

Gil. Is not it mentioned in the letter, Sir? 

Don Lew. I ſpeak to be underſtood, Sir. He ſays I have 
abuſed his fifter--Upon what foundation does he fay it? 

Gil. I am thinking, Sir. Yes, yes, 'tis a trick of my 
lady's, that's plain. One of her ſchemes that ſhe talked of 
yeſterday. But why not conſult Me ? No matter. There 
can be no fighting in the caſe: ſo I'll &'en carry on the hu- 
mour. , Aide. 

Don Lew. What are you puzzling about? 

Gil. Puzzling, Sir ? No, faith, the matter's pretty plain, 
I think. My maſter has ſent you a challenge; and as every 
thing muſt be done in form, he firſt of all cooks you up the 
affront, and then very decently demands the ſatisfaction. 
That's the whole on't, Sir. | 

Don Lew. You trifle with me. | | 

Gil. I wiſh I did, Sir. I knew twould come out; and 
therefore I gave you a few hints. Why, Sir, there's hardly 
a morning that I carry up his chocolate, but it's an even bett, 
that he ſends me down with a challenge. 

Don Lew. But why am I fingled out? 

Gil. You viſited his ſiſter laſt night. Tis all as I told you, 
Sir - And beſides, you're a new face. He loves dearly to en- 
gage with new faces, men or women. He was in a humour 
tor fighting too, I ſuppoſe. I have him before my eyes this 
moment, winding himſelf up, Sir. Yes, fays he, I uf 
fight this morning. Let me ſee--a new face now-- Ay, it 
ſhall be don Lewis--A pretty fellow ; a very pretty fellow : 
_ underſtands the ſword too: and then he loves my faſter -- 

Loves her !-- How's that !- - Have a care | Is not the a wo- 

| man ? 
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man ? Is not he a man? Hey! Pen and ink therel- 80 


down he fits, ao away comes the challenge. Modern 
honour, Sir | 


Don Lew. Is this poſſible ? 


Gil. Not fo probable, perhaps; but all true, Sir. Why, 


chere was don Antonio at Madrid; and no longer ago than 
laſt week. They were the beſt friends in the world, Sir: 

but I don't know how it was, my maſter happened to find 
out that he ſquinted with one eye. And fo he did ſquint- 
He looked ſomewhat in this manner. (Suints) Upon which 
my maſter ſent him a challenge. © Sir, you have ſquinted at 
me: Jam a gentleman: * ſo on, in the common form 
L eft- eye, affront, ſword and ſatisfactionꝰ Witha poſtſcrip t 
ſuch as yours-- © wait {ingly in the Orange Grove.” And 
there they fought. Modern honour again | They were fine 


ſwordſmen indeed; fo neither of them were killed. But 


things might have been otherwiſe, you know. 
Don Lew. And is he ſober at theſe times? 


Gil. Mad, fir; only mad. Very little given to drink. 


Good-natured too ; mighty good-natured, at intervals. But 
a ſpoilt child, Sir; a little unfortunate in a fond mother. 
Very unlike his Giter Aurora. There's a temper for you! 
The tears that this brother of her's has coſt us! 

Don Lew. He muſt be cured, Gil Blas. You ſee the place 
he appoints in his letter. I'll encounter with no ſuch mad- 
man. Beſides, he's the brother of my Aurora; the friend 
too, to whom I owe my acquaintance with her. Go to 
him yourſelf; and tell him, I'll meet him no where but 
at his fiſter's. If he thinks himſelf wronged, let him tell 
me ſo there. Away, Sir. 

| Gil Tis a little dangerous, methinks, in this r of 
his- But I'll dot. What the devil can this challenge "he 
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She had better have conſulted Me a little-- Only that I have 
no head; no head i in the world --Ha, ha, ha!--Poor don 
Lewis! . Aſide, and exit. 

Don Lew. But now, how to manage it with Aurora | 
Should I tell her of this challenge, it may hurt her too ſen- 
fibly. The hot-brained madman! How have I injured 
him > Tis well though that I know him. Aurora, perhaps, 


may let me into the ſecret. I'll away to her preſently. 
—Melchior! 55 


SCENE v. 


3 Mz1cnHio. 


85 if don Felix ſhould happen to aſk for me, I am at 


donna Aurora'ss And, d'you hear, Sir? Let me find you 
ſober when I come home. Call me a chair. 3 


SCENE VI. A Grove. 
Enter Dox FELIx, and PE DRO. 


Don Fel. To the woman of the houſe? Why the wo- 
man of the houſe? I bid you ſee don _— and give the 
letter into his own hands. 

Ped. She ſaid he was not up, Sir. 

Don Fel. Vou ſhould have called him up then. 

Ped. Vou need not fear, Sir: the letter will rouſe him, 
III warrant you. 

Don Fel. Do You be gone then. And hark you, Sir! 
As you know my ſecret, you had beſt keep it. Upon pain 
of death, return ſilentiy to your inn: if I ſee but your 
ſhadow, your life ſhall anſwer fort. 

Ped, I am gone, Sir. So! ſo! Here will be fine doings 

| -preſently 
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| preſently! But I ſhall have the horſes ; that's my . 
Ade and exit. 

Don Fel. Why does not he come ? But cowardice is in- 
ſeparable from a bad mind. My fiſter was modeſt, pru- 
dent, and amiable, What arts have been uſed to corrupt 


her, I know not. Her diſhonour fits heavy e me. I 
muſt have blood fort. 


S C E N E VII. 
Enter G11 BL AS. 


Gil. Every ſtep of the way have I been thinking of this 
challenge. What, in the name of wonder, can it mean ? 
I have met nobody : and this is the place I think. 

Don Fel. Who are You, Sir ? 

Gil. Ha! I preſume, Sir, by that queſtion, you don't 
live at Salamanca. 

Don Fel. Who are you, I ſay? 

Gil. Who am I, Sir | I was only looking for my maſter. 
Did you ſee him? 

Don Fel. Your maſter! Who's your maſter ? 

Gil. Don Felix, Sir. No offence I hope. They told 
me he was here. A damned hot fellow this. | Afede. 

Don Fel. 1 am don Felix. 

Gil. That's mighty ſtrange now, that I ſhould not know 
my own maſter. But tis don Felix de Mendoza that I want. 

Don Fel. Mendoza! I am don Felix de Mendoza. 

Gil. The devil you are! But not our Mendoza, I hope. 
O lord! O lord! [Apaae. 

Don Fel. I begin to ſuſpect. This muſt be my ſiſter's 
ſervant, ſent hither by don Lewis and her to inſult me. 
(Afide) Anſwer me, Sir | who ſent you hither? 4 

TL 447 +: 


398 GIL BLAS 
Gil. Who ſent me hither ! Lord! Sir, you frighten me 
ſo |--My maſter, Sir. I hope you are not angry. 
Don Fel. Who ſent you, I ſay? 
Gil. If you would not frighten me, Sir-- 
Don Fel. Don Lewis and Aurora ſent you. 
Gil. Aurora, Sir? 
Don Fel. Ay, Sir, Aurora. No concealments, as you 
value your bones. [ Shaking his cane at him. 
Gil. Concealments, Sir! I don't know what you mean; 
I don't indeed, Sir. Yes, yes, don Felix ſure enough! But 
I'll confeſs nothing, | [ Afade. 
Don Fel. Where are they ? 1558 
Gil. Who did you fay, Sir? 
Don Fel. Don Lewis and Aurora. Where are they ? 
Gil. As for don Lewis, Sir--he lodges at Bernarda's, the 
great lodging-houſe there-—Hc went out juft now, Sir. But 
the other gentleman--who did you call him, Sir? fignor 
Aurorio ?--I believe I don't ſpeak his name right. 
Don Fel. Vou ſhall be taught it then. 
[ Offering to Arite him. 
Gil, Hold ! hold ! Sir [---Aurora, J think you faid. Is 
it a man or a woman, Sir? 
Don. Fel. My ſiſter Aurora. And now you know me, tell 
me of her, or I'll have your life, dog. [Offering to draw. 
Gil. For heaven's ſake, Sir I can bring you to don 
Lewis and my maſter---They may tell you of her perhaps, 
Don Fel. Do it this moment then. Away, Sir! And 
for ſecurity, I'll hold you faft. [ Takes hold of him. 
Gil. That's the way, Sir. I'Il go firſt, if you pleaſe. 
Don Fel. Will you ſo! But we' iN go together, Sir. 
Gil. So! ſol Here's a fine piece of bufineſs| This is 
my head now 52 [ Afrde. Execunt. 
| S C 1. NE 
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SCENE. VIII. Avrona's lodgings. 
Enter Aurora in boy's clothes, and Lauga. 


Aur. Why does not Gil Blas come ? 
Lau. They ſay he went out; but nobody knows 
whither. 

Aur. I wiſh we don't want him. For if don Lewis 
does not beat me as a man, I ſhall imagine he does not 
love me as a woman. 

Lau. Never fear, madam ; he'll be angry enough, I'll 
warrant him. What, ſend away his miſtreſs, and he not 
reſent it | Tis well I am to be by, let me tell you. 

Aur. I think he loves me; and this ſhall be the laſt 
trial. Let him follow me to M adrid, and he ſhall make 

a. wife of me as ſoon as he pleaſes---(4 knocking at the 
door.) Here he comes 

Lau. Hide | hide then | 

Aur. I'm in a fad trembling, I'm ſure. Would to hea- 
ven all was over ! [ Exit. 

Lau. And now for a grave face, and a long ſtory. 


0 . the door. 


* 


SCENE IX. 


Enter Don LEWIS. 


Softly | Softly, Sir | I thought 'twas You. But you are 

come to a fad houſe. 

Don Lew. A fad houſe! Why, what's the matter? 
Lau. Speak lower, Sir. Have you feen Gil Blas this 


morning! ? 
Tg 
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Don Lew. Ay; what of Him? 

Lau. Has he told you nothing ?---But how ſhould he ? 
He did not know it himſelf. 

Don Lew. No. But I have told Him. He Il be here 
preſently. Does Aurora know it? | 

Lau. Know what, Sir ?---But pray ſpeak oft 

Don Lew. The challenge. 

Lau. The challenge]! What challenge? 

Don Lew. Does not ſhe know it then? A challenge 
from don Felix. 

Lau. Impoſſible ! This can't be a trick of Gil Blas 
ſure ! (4fide.) A challenge, did you fay ? 

Don Lew. Ay, a challenge. I ſpeak plain, I think, 
Does ſhe know nothing of it ? | 

Lau. My miſtreſs, Sir ? How ſhould ſhe ? But You are 
not in the ſecret, I ſee. 

Don Lew. What ſecret ? Prithee don't diſtract me. 

Lau. Lower, lower, Sir | Don Felix is in the next room, 
and will hear every word. 

Don Lew. Don Felix! How long has he been here ? 

Lau. Ever ſince laſt night. 

Don Lew. Has not he been out this morning ? 

Lau. No. Why d'you aſk fo impatiently ? 
Don Lew. You amaze me! He appointed me juſt now 
to meet him behind St. Luke's ; and ſaid he waited for me 
there. But Gil Blas has undertaken him! Is he come back? 

Lau. Not that I know of. Gil Blas has undertaken 
him! This muſt be a trick of His then. [ Afide. 
Don Lew. Where's Aurora ? | 
Lau. Would I could anſwer that queſtion, Sir | But 1 
ſee you know nothing of what has happened. | 

Don 
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Don Lew. Of what has happened | You ſet me upon 
the rack. 8 

Lau. My lady's gone, Sir. 

Don Lew. Gone | gone Where's ſhe gone? 

Lau. You muſt aſk That of your friend don Felix. 

Don Lew. I ſhall run mad ! But prithee tell me. How 
went ſhe ? When went ſhe ? By whoſe authority? 

Lau. At midnight. In a coach. By don Felix's authority. 

Don Lew. Don Felix! Bring me to him this moment. 
But I'll be patient till I know all. Prithee tell me. 

Lau. That unlucky viſit laſt night, Sir | He was fitting 
at the window, and ſaw you. But to tell you how he 
looked No, Sir, I can never tell you how he looked. 
'Tis well, ſays he! mighty well! And away he ftrided to 
my lady's dreſſing- room. | | 

Don Lew. Go on; prithee go on. 


Lau. You have received, ſays he, the laſt viſit from don 


Lewis. 
Don Lew. Did he fay ſo? 
Lau. The very words, Sir. I hope Not, ſays my miſ- 
treſs. The laſt viſit from don Lewis !---Echoing his words, 


you know---Pray, Sir, how came I by the firſt ? Was it of 


My ſeeking ? But I love don Lewis--- 
Don Lew. Could ſhe confeſs ſo much ? 


Lau. More, more, Sir. She grew as loud as he. I. 


with you had heard her. And if don Lewis loves Me, ſays 
ſhe, as I think he does, the world ſhan't divide us. My 


heart, at leaſt, ſhall be his; and if there's any cunning in 


woman, my perſon ſhall go with it. 
Don Lew. The generous creature And what followed? 
Lau. Storming, Sir; a world of ſtorming. He loved 
you once, he faid ; but had changed his mind---You muſt 
* 1 | 8 know 
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know he's very apt to change his mind---You were a man 
of looſe principles; a debauched rake ; and a thouſand 
things beſides. And then he went out ; and then he came 
in again. But we ſoon found what he went out for, 

Don Lew. What? What? 

Lau. In leſs than an hour, Sir, a coach and fix wn t at 
the door ; and up came three ill-looking fellows. zort, 
with the. aſſiſtance of don Felix, they hurried — poor 
lady down ſtairs; forced her into the coach; tumbled a 
few of her things in ; crack went the whip ; ; and away 
they drove, God knows whither. 

Don Lew. At what hour was this? 

Lau. At ten laſt night. I begged hard to attend her ; 
but the doors were {hut upon me. 

Don Lew. Enough, enough, Laura, Where is this 
madman ? | Going in. 

SCENE. X. 33 


Euter AURORA. 


Aur. If you mean Me, Sir, I am here. 
Don * Twere better you had been elſewhere, Sir. 
But I received your note, and now am ready to anſwer it. 
Aur. What note, Sir? Did I ſend you any ? 
Don Lew. You have forgot it then | But your mind, 1 
fe; can change upon more occaſions than one. 
Lau. Own it, madam---A challenge---Gil Blas's doing. 
[ Apart. 
Aur. Well, Sir---I ſent you a note. 

Don Lew. Aud this is my anſwer. (Drawing.) Draw. 
Aur. What, draw before a woman | Hark you, Laura; 
ſtep into next room a little, that we may kill one another 

without your ſcreaming, | 8 


Don 
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Don Lew, You are merry, Sir | But 1 have reaſon to be 
otherwiſe. Where's Aurora? 

Aur. Gone, Sir. Salamanca did not agree with her. 

Don. Lew. You have uſed me baſely. 

Aur. J have ſent away my ſiſter. 

Don Lew. You ſay too, het I have abuſed her. 

Aur. No, faith, not that I remember. 

Don Low. How, Sir! 

Lau. In the challenge, madam---Own it all. | Apart. 

Aur. What I wrote, Sir, I believed : but I can't pretend 
to recollect every thing I write. 

Don Lew. Your note was written not an hour ago. 

Aur. May be ſo. I can't : fay as to the time. There's 
no carrying every thing in one's head, you know. 

Don Lew. Can this be don Felix ? & brother of Aurora? 
This ſhuffler ? This wretch ? 

Aur. What you pleaſe, Sir. And yet, after all I am 
the very man. 

Don Lew. This coolneſs is inſult. 

Aur. My ſiſter's gone, Sir, and ſo is my anger. 


Don 22 Draw this moment. Or follow me to St. 
Luke's. 


Aur. Nor one, nor the other. 

Don Lew. Will nothing provoke you ? 
Aur. Ves: my fiſter's coming back . 
Don Lew. What think you of a blow, Sir? 


( Strikes off her bat. 
Ar. A blow ! I don't think there's 3 in that, from 


a friend. (Stooping for her hat) And yet you may live to 
repent it 


Don Lew. I do already, that I have ſtruck a coward. 
Are not you a coward ? 
FEEL Aur. 
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Aur. Sometimes ſo, ſometimes not. Thoſe things are 
merely accidental. But let me tell you, Sir, (walking up 
zo him) if I aſſume the coward now, it is _— that I may 
lower myſelf to a level with You. 

Don Lew. With Me! Have a ee Sir! What means 
this ſtrange behaviour? 

Aur. The man, who has betrayed his friend, is company 
for cowards. 

Don Lew. Ha! 3 

Aur. Why was My character to be expoſedꝰ Siſter or 
no ſiſter, tis the ſame to Me. I opened my heart t'you 
with a frankneſs you were not worthy of ; told all my fol- 
lies; laughed over the wanton fallies of my blood ; and 
thought the ſecret as ſafe in Your breaſt as in my own. 
There's an inſolence in Her virtue, that makes me wiſh 
the world had known me, rather than my ſiſter. 

Don Lew. You can't be in earneſt ſure ! She inſolent! 
With all the ſweetneſs natural to her innocence, ſhe only 
laughed and wiſhed you wiſer. 

Aur. Then again, You were to reform me! You, good 
man |! pitied my youth; had often told me the conſe- 
quence of this wild behaviour. 

Don Lew. Sol fo! 

Aur. And made no doubt but time and your ghoſtly 
admonitions would bring me to the paths of virtue. There's 
a meanneſs, don Lewis, in hypocriſy, not to be brooked by 
a woman of Her temper. 

Don. Lew. Ha! You alarm me now indeed! 

Aur. 1 fear you have loſt her for ever by it. 

Don Lew. D'you fear it? Then you are my friend till. 


Aur. Her departure laſt night ſo ſuddenly, and all my 


behaviour this morning, which you have thought ſo ſtrange, 
were at her own deſire. Don 
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Don Lew. At her own deſire! Why, FIT Laura faw 
her forced away ; would have followed her; but You ſhut 
the doors upon her. 

Aur. Laura had her inſtructions too. 

Lau. I was bid to fay fo, Sir. 

Don Lew. All my own folly !--I fee it -I fee it! 

Aur. Aurora muſt be won by openneſs. No maſk; no 
ſecret to come out hereafter : and if ever you ſee her more-- 

Don Lew. Ever ſee her more !--- * 

Aur. Speak to her with the freedom you have done to 
Me. Hide not a folly from her, that you would bluſh for, 
if a wife ſhould know it. Do this, and I am ftill enough 
your friend, to think and tell her, you deſerve her. 

Don Lew. Generous don Felix | { Offering to embrace her. 

Aur. Hold, Sir! Now for the blow you gave me. (Draws.) 
Draw! 

Don Lew. Not for the wal I'll beg pardon i in public-- 
do any thing l- | 

Aur. I love you, don Lewis; but I am a ſoldier, and 
muſt live with honour. Draw this moment. 

Don Lew. I dare not--I have injured you--- | 

Aur. Draw, I ſay. | She purſues him, and he retreats. 

Lau. For God's ſake, Sir! =o Aurora) here's ſomebody 
coming—Hark 

Git. (Without.) Stay but one minute, Sir 1--only, till I 

o in. 
0 Don Fel. (Without) Not an inſtant, EET I muſt cut 
your throat at laſt, I find. 

Aur. Ha Who are theſe ? (Afide.) This affair will 
keep, Sir. | Putting up her ſword. 

Don Lew. What new turn now! [ Afrde. 


SCENE 


_ G4L:aLAS 


SCENE XL 
Enter Dow FELIx, collaring GL BLas, 


Gil. Mercy | Mercy | Good, dear Sir, Mercy ! 
Aur. My brother! [ Runs and leans upon the ſcene. 
Lau. Don Felix, as I'm a chriſtian ! 
Gil. The gentleman i in red, Sir---That's my maſter. 
Don Fel. I ſee it is. [ Letting Gil Blas go. 
Gil. Never fo frightened in all my life! [Alade. 
Don Fel. Ay, bluſh for ſhame ; (To Aurora.) for you 
have ſtamped diſhonour on a family, that till now was 
without ſtain. | 
Don Lew. I don't like this: I'm afraid, don Felix, you 
have too many tricks. To Aurora, 
Don Fel. (Turning quick.) Tricks, Sir | It You are don 
Lewis, your manners are as foul as your morals. But I am 
not to be played with. 
Don Lew. Nor I, Sir--as you ſhall all find. 
[ Putting his hand to his ſword. 
Don Fel. You ſhall have occaſion for your ſword pre- 
ſently But firſt, I muſt have a word or two here. 
[ Walking up to Aurora. 
Aur. You look fo, Sir---you frighten me | 


Don Fel. Which ſhame and diſhonour could not do. 
Are not you a wretch ? 


Aur. No indeed. 
Don Lew. What am I to think ? Where am I _ ? With 


whom 


| Don Fel. Could Aurora do this? The modeſt, innocent 
Aurora? She has broke a heart chat loved her with that 


tenderneſs- 


Don 
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Don Lew. You love Aurora ! | 

Don Fel. Again |-- "Tis well--To You then, don Lewis. 
You received a note this morning. 

Aur. Ha! Courage aſſiſt me now, and we ſhall do! 

| | . 

Don Lew. I did: a challenge. And there ſtands the 
writer, | | 

Aur. I wrote no challenge. 

Don Lew. You dare not deny it, ſure ! 

Aur. I wrote none, I ſay. ö 

Don Lew. This is too much 

Don Fel. Hold, Sir! Tis Me you are to deal with. 
Where my honour's at ſtake, I am not to be-bantered with. 

Don Lew. Nor I. Laura knows he wrote it. 

Lau. I, Sir! not I. You told me fo, indeed. 

Don Lew. Is that all? Gil Blas too---Come hither, raſcal, 
and ſpeak the truth. 

Gil. What am I to fay now ? Ade. 

Don Lew. Speak 

Gil I thought ſo, Sir. 


Don Lew. You knew the hand, villain! Here's the note. 


(Shews it Gil Blas) Deny it if you dare. 

Gil. Kill me, Sir; kill me; I am in your power. I 
really thought it was his; and fo I ſaid it. But I beg your 
pardon, Sir; I never ſaw a line of his writing in my life. 

Don Lew. I am diftrated ! You ſee, Sir, the confuſion 
I am in. (To don Felix.) If this note is yours, I am ready to 
anſwer it. . | | 

Don Fel. The whole of your behaviour aftoniſhes me! 
That you have courage I know. 

Don Lew. How know it, Sir ? 

Don Fel. Your defence laſt night againſt the ruffians was 
a brave one, 1 | Don 
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Den Lew. The ruffians | More and more ſtrange | 
Don Fel. This ſword was of ſervice t' you. 

Don Lew. Was it ?---I thank you, Sir. 

Don Fel. You were then i in a condition unfit for my re- 
venge. ; 

Don Lew. Revenge !---For what? 

Don Fel. For violating the honour of my ſiſter. I am 
don Felix de Mendoza, the brother of Abrora; the ſame 
don Felix that called Vou to an account this morning for the 
wrongs you have done him. 

Don Lew. The brother of Aurora! Who then is this? 

Pointing to Aurora. 

R - Fel. Is not ſhe Aurora i ? If there was a poſlibility 
of your ignorance, I could be calm. But we have talked 
too long. Follow me this moment. 

Don Lew. No. I am rivetted here. Aurora! Can the 
wild, the tormenting don Felix be Aurora? 

Aur. Even ſo, Sir: the very individual ſhe. _ 

Don Fel. And is this true? Car it be true, that he knew 
it not, till this inſtant ? 

Aur. Upon my honour, Sir. 

Don Lew. And mine. Nay, I hardly can believe it 
now. a 

Aur, I told you you'd repent ſtriking me. How do 
you intend to give me fatisfaction ? 

Don Lew. By loving you for ever! Laſt night, Gat Felix, 
you gave me my life: if you would make that life happy 
to me, give me your ſiſter. | | 

Don Fel. And would you marry this wild thing ? 

Don Lew. With her own conſent, tis my oaly wiſh. 

Don Fel. What ſays Aurora? 

Aur. Only that I love him, Sir; and ſhould beak my 
heart, if he would not have me. Dor 
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Don Lew. My frank Aurora eg. 
Aur. I am a very honeſt madcap, Sir, as you ſee. I 
loved you, and therefore I purſued you. If I have ſtept 


a little out of my ſex to make ſure of you, let love be my 


excuſe. | | 

Don Lew. My generous girl! © 

Don Fel. Then, Sir, we are brothers; and Aurora once 
again my ſiſter. Take her, don Lewis. But I muſt know 
of all her pranks. 
Don Lew. And I too, how the ſcheme has been con- 
ducted, 27 

Aur. And I, brother, what good genius brought You 
hither, in the very inſtant I could have wiſhed for you. 

Gil. Here he ſtands, madam, at your elbow ; a little in 
diſgrace indeed: not wanted now, and therefore not re- 
garded. 

Don Lew. Poor Gil Blas 


Gil. What ſort of a genius, I wonder, had the manage- 


ment of My Affairs? 
Aur. A lucky one, as you ſhall find. 


Don Fel. Here's to begin. (Gives Gil Blas a purſe.) Let 
this be an excuſe for what happened in the grove. 


Gil. Your honour did frighten me a little. 


SCENE XI, 


Enter BERNARDA, 


Ber. "Tis well I have found you, don Lewis! I have 


great news for you | 
Don Lew. For Me? | 

Ber. You were attacked laſt night : but little do you 
gueſs by whom. Iſabella's contriving, every bit on't. 
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Don Lew. Ifabella's ! 

Ber. I never liked that don Gabriel. Ee was the man, 
Sir. But he's finely handled. 

Don Lew. Not dead, I hope ? 

Ber. Wounded, that's all. | 
Gil. He'll be hanged, that's my comfort. [Afide. 
Ber. Wounded in half a dozen places. He won't die 
though ; but He was of another mind, or he would not 
have ſent for Me. Iſabella ſet him at work t and this 
morning ſhe has robbed her father, and left don Gabriel 

to his fate. 

Don Lew. Why, that's as it ſnould be. But we have 
happier things to think of ! You are in the dark, don Felix, 
but ſhall know all preſently. 

Aur. This was an eſcape, indeed! My noble brother, 
let me thank you for his life. And now if you'll follow 
Bernarda to my lodgings, I'll but ſtay to be a woman again, 
and attend you for the laugh. There I was the friend of 
don Lewis; here the fiſter of his friend: and you ſhall 
know how merrily we paſſed our time. Lead on, Sir; 
(To don Lewis) III follow you in a few minutes. 

Don Lew. To give me that happineſs, which a falſe 
friend and falſer miſtreſs promiſed me in vain. 


* 


To all my follies, here ] bid adieu, 
Reclaim'd and fix'd by virtue, and by You. 


EXEUNT OMNES. 


55 | 
EPILOGUE. 
W Mr. GAR RICK. 


Spoken by Mrs. PRITCHARD. 


off & the fucceſs of authors is uncertain, 

| Till all is over, and down drops the curtain; 
Poets are puzzled, in our dangerous times, 

How to addreſs you in theſe after-rhymes. 

If they implore and beg, with abject mind, 

Their meanneſs rather makes you fick than lind; 
And if they bounce and huff it to the town, 
Then You are up--and tale the bullies down. 

Of beaux, and politics, and fuch-like Puff, 

And ev'n of tawdry too, you've had enough: 

On all degrees, from courtier to the cit, 

Such flale dull jokes have been ſo often writ, 

That nothing can be new—but decency and wit. 
Thus far our bard. The reſt is mine to ſay ; 

J am his friend--ſo will attack bis play. 

How could his thoughtleſs head, with any truth, 
(If Spaniſh Dons are like our Engliſh Youth) 
Gggz2 Male 


EELLLD OUT. 
Make his wild rake ſo fink from upper life, 
To quit his miſtreſs, for a lawful wife ! 
The author might have married him--but then, 
He ſhould have had his miſtreſs back again. 
This is the febeng our Engliſh Dons purſue, 
Though one's too much, there's TASTE in having two. 
As for the lady--] diſlike her plan; 
With You I'm ſure, ſhe had not paſs'd for mans: 
Had fhe with Our young bloods contriv'd this freak, 
She had been blown and ruin d in a week : 
Or if of virtue they could not have trick d her, 
They'd damn her for a fool--perhaps have kick'd her. 
But jeſt apart--- For all our bard has wrote, | 
Our moſt alluring bait's the petticoat. 
Before that magic ſhrine the proudeſt fall, 
'Tis that enchanting circle draws in all. 
Let fools ſay what they will, experience teaches, 
'Tis beſt to marry firſt--then wear the breeches. 
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RIGHT HOoNOURABLE 
HENRY PELHAM. 


SIR, 
T was a very fine piece of oratory of a young lawyer 
at the bar, who as council againſt a highwayman, 
obſerved that the proſecutor had been robbed of a certain 
quantity of ore, which being purified by fire, cut into 
circular pieces, and impreſſed with the image of a king, 
and the arms of a ſtate, brought with it the neceſſariess 


the conveniences, and the laxaries of life. Tli be hanged, 


gays an honeſt country gentleman, who was /landing by, 


if this flouriſhing fool does not mean money. But if he 


bad ſaid it in one word, would not all the reſt have 
been implied ? a 
Fuſt 
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THE DEDICATION. 
Fuſt ſuch a cenſure as this ſhould I deſerve, if in 
an addreſs to Mr. PELnuam I endeavoured to ennume- — 
rate the qualities he poſſeſſes. The characters of great 
men are generally connected with their names ; and it 
7s impoſſible for any one to read the name of Mr. PEL- 
HAM, zorthout connecting with it, in his own mind, all 
the virtues of humanity. 


It is therefore ſufficient that I defire his acceptance 
of this play; that. I acknowledge the obligations I owe 


3 bim; and that I ſubſcribe myſelf 


His Moſt l 


Moſt Humble, 5 


and 


Moſt Obedient Servany 


EDw. MooRE. 


PREFACE. 


T having been objefted to this tragedy, that its language 


is proſe, and its cataſtrophe too horrible, I ſhall en- 
treat the reader's patience for a minute, that I may ſay a 
word or' two to theſe objeckions. 
De play of the GauksrER was intended to be a natural 
picture of that kind of life, of which all men are judges ; 
and as it firuck at a vice ſo univerſally prevailing, it was 
thought proper to adapt its language to the capacities and 
feelings of every part of the audience : that as ſome of its 
characters were of no higher rank than Sharpers, it was 
imagined that (whatever good company they may find admit- 
tance to in the world) their ſpeaking blank verſe, upon the ſtage 
would be unnatural, if not ridiculous. But though the more 
elevated characters alſo ſpeal proſe, ' the judicious reader will 


obſerve, that it is a ſpecies of proſe which differs very little 


from verſe : in many of the moſt animated ſcenes, T can truly 
Ja 9, that 1 * found it a much greater difficulty to avoid, 
| fc H h h . 
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than to write, meaſure. I ſhall only add, in anſwer to this 
obje&tion, that J hoped to be more intereſting, by being more 
natural; and the. event, as far as I have been a witneſs of 
it, has more than anſwered my expectations. 

As to the other objeftion, the horror of its cataſtrophe, if 
it be confidered fimply what that cataſtrophe is, and compa- 
red with thoſe of other tragedies, I ſhould humbly preſume 
that the working it up to any uncommon degree of horror, is 
the merit of the play, and not its reproach. Mor ſhould ſo 
prevailing and deſiruftive a vice as Gaming be attacked 
upen the theatre, without impreſſing upon the imagination all 
the horrors that may attend it. 

„„ „ fre live, 
that I am indebted for many of the moſt popular paſſages in 
this play to the inimitable per former, who, in the character of 
the Gameſter, exceeded every idea I had conceived of it in the 
writing. | 


PROLOGUE. 


P R OL 96 E. 


Written and ſpoken by Mr. GARRICK. 


2 KE fam d La Mancha's knight, who launce in band, 
Mounted his ſteed to free th enchanted land, 
Our Quixote bard ſets forth a monſter-taming, 
Arm'd at all points, to Jv that Hara GA] NG. 
Aloft on Pegaſus he waves his pen, 
And hurls defiance at the caitiſf's den. 
The Firſt on fancy'd giants ſpent his rage, 
But This has more than windmills to engage: 
He combats paſſion, rooted in the ſoul, 
Whoſe pow rs, at once delight ye, and controul ; 
Whoſe magic bondage each loft ſlave enjoys, 
Wor wiſhes freedom, though the ſpell aeftroys. 
To ſave our land from this Macictan's charms, 
And reſcue maids and matrons from his arms, 
Our knight poetic comes. And Oh! ye fair! 
This black EXCHANTER's wicked arts beware J 
His ſubtle poiſon dims the brighteſt eyes, 
And at his touch, each grace and beauty dies : 
Love, pentleneſe and Joy ie nage give way, 
And the ſoft dove becaes à bird of prey. 
May this our bold advent Fer break the ſpell, 
ho drive the demon to his pative Bell. 
Ye ſlaves of paſſ hon, and pe dupes of chance, 
Pale all your pow rs from this deſtructive trance | 
Shake off the ſhackles of this tyrant vice. 
Hear aber calls than thoſe of cards and dice: 0 
Hhh2 Be 
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Be learn d in nobler arts, than arts of play, 
And other debts, than thoſe of honour pay : - 
Mo longer live inſenfible to ſhame, 

Loft to your country, families and fame. 

Could our romantic muſe this work atchieve, 
Would there one haneſt heart in Britain grieve ? | 
Th attempt, though wild, would not in vain be made, 
Tf every honeſt hand would lend its aid. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 
Beverley, Mr. Gazrics, 
Lewſon, Mr. Mossop. 
Stukely, Mr. Daviss, 
Jarvis, Mir. BRRRY. 

5 Bates, Mr. Bux ro. 
Dawſon, Mr. BL Ak Es. 
Waiter, Mr. AckMAN. 

WOM E N. 
deere Mrs. PRTTCHARD. 
Charlotte, Miſs Havenron. 


Lucy, 1 Mrs. Pzics. 
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ACT I. SCENE TI. 


Enter Mrs. BEVERLEVY, and CHARLOTTE, 


Mrs. BEVERLEY. 


D E comforted, my dear; all may be well yet. And now, 
methinks, the lodgings begin to look with another 

face. O ſiſter! ſiſter! if theſe were all my hardſhips; if all 
I had to complain of were no more than quitting my houſe, 

ſervants, equipage and ſhow, your pity would be weakneſs. 
Char. Is poverty nothing then ? | | 

Mrs. Bev. Nothing in the world, if it affected only Me. 

While we had a fortune, I was the happieſt of the rich : 
and now tis gone, give me but a bare ſubſiſtance, and my 
| huſband's 
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huſband's ſmiles, and I'll be the happieſt of the poor. To 
Me now theſe lodgings want nothing but their maſter. 
Why d'you look ſo at me? 

Char. That I may hate my brother. 
Mrs. Bev. Don't talk ſo, Charlotte. 

Char. Has he not undone you ? Oh! this pernicious vice 
of gaming | But methinks his uſual hours of four or five in 
the morning might have contented him ; 'twas miſery 
enough to wake for him till then : need he have ſtaid out 
all night? I ſhall learn to deteſt him. g 


Mrs. Bev. Not for the firſt fault. He never lept from 


me before. 
Char. Slept from you | No, no; his nights have nothing 


to do with ſleep. How has this one vice driven him from every 


virtue | nay, from his affections too!-- The time was, ſiſter - - 
Mrs. Bev. And is. I have no fear of his affections. Would 
I knew that he were ſafe! 


Char. From ruin and his companions. But that's impoſſi- | 


ble. His poor little boy too | What muſt become of Him? 

Mrs. Bev. Why, want ſhall teach him induſtry. - From 
his father's miſtakes he ſhall learn prudence, and from his 
mother's reſignation, patience. Poverty has no ſuch terrors 
in it as you imagine, There's no condition of life, ſickneſs 
and pain excepted, where happineſs is excluded. The needy 


peaſant, who riſes early to his labour, enjoys more welcome 


reſt at night for't. His bread is ſweeter to him; his home 
happier ; his family dearer ; his enjoyments ſurer. The ſun 


that rouſes him in the morning, ſets in the evening to re- 


leaſe him, All fituations have their comforts, if ſweet con- 


tentment dwell in the heart. But my poor Beverley has 


none. The thought of having ruined thoſe he loves, is mi- 
ſery for ever to him. Would I could caſe his mind of That! 
| Char. 


* 
. 
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Char. If He alone were ruined, twere juſt he ſhould be 
puniſhed. He is my brother, 'tis true ; but when I think of 
what he has done; of the fortune You brought him; of his 
own large eſtate too, ſquandered away upon this vileſt of 
paſſions, and among the vileſt of wretches ! O | I have no 
patience! My own little fortune is untouched, he fays : 

would I were fure ont! | | Fed 
Mrs. Bev. And ſo you may; twould be a ſin to doubt it. 

Char. I will be ſure on't. "Twas madneſs in me to give 
it to his management. But I'll demand it from him this 
morning. I have a melancholy occafion for't. 

Mrs. Bev. What occaſion ? | 

Char. To ſupport a ſiſter. 

Mrs. Bev. No; I have no need on't. Take it, and re- 
ward a lover with it. The generous Lewſon deſerves much 
more. Why won't you make him happy ? 

Char. Becauſe my ſiſter's miſerable. a 

Mrs. Bev. You muſt not think fo. I have my jewels left 
yet. I'Il fell them to ſupply our wants; and when all's 
gone theſe hands ſhall toil for our ſupport. The poor ſhould 
be induſtrious - - Why thoſe tears, Charlotte? 

Char. They flow in pity for you. os 

Mrs. Bev. All may be well yet. When he has nothing 
to loſe, I ſhall fetter hi-. in theſe arms again; and then 
what is it to be poor? 

Char. Cure hin it of this deſtruQtive paſſion, and my 
uncle's death may retrieve all yet. 41 77 : 

Mrs. Bev. Ay, Charlotte, could we cure him. But the 
diſeaſe of play admits no cure but poverty; and the loſs of 
another fortune would but encreaſe his ſhame and his afflic- 
tion, Will Mr. Lewſon call this morning? | 

| Char, 
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Char. He faid fo laſt night. He gave me hints too, that 
he had ſuſpicions of our friend Stukely. 

Mrs. Bev. Not of treachery to your Brother ? That he 
loves play I know; but ſurely he is honeſt. 

Char. He would fain be thought ſo; therefore I doubt 
him. Honeſty needs no pains to ſet itſelf off 

Mrs. Bev. What now, Lucy? 


SCENE ll. 


Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. Your old ſteward, madam. I had not the heli to 
deny him admittance, the good old man begged ſo hard for 
it. [ Exit. 


8 CEN E Il. 


Enter JARVIS. 


Mr.. Bev. Is this well, Jarvis? I deſired you to avoid 
me. 

Jar. Did you, madam ? I am an old man, and had for- 
got. Perhaps too you forbad my tears ; but I am old, 

madam, and age will be forgetful. 

Mrs. Bev. T he faithful 5, ner? how he moves me 

n Charlotte. | 

Char. Not to have ſeen him had been cruelty. 

Far. I have forgot theſe apartments too, I- remember 
none ſuch in my young maſter's houſe ; and yet I have lived 
in't theſe five and twenty rage His good father would 
not have diſmifſed me. 

Mrs. Bev. He had no rewſdei Jarvis. 

* Far. I was faithful to him while he lived, and when he 

died, 


— 
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died, he bequeathed me to his ſon. I have been faithful 


to Him too. A 
Mrs. Bev. I know it, I know it, Jarvis. * 
Char. We both know it. 
ar. Tam an old man, madam, and have not a long 
time to live. I aſked but to have died with him, and he 
diſmiſſed me. 

Mrs. Bev. Prithee no more of this! "Twas his poverty 
chat diſmiſſed you. | 

Far. Is he indeed ſo poor then? Oh! he was the joy of 
my old heart. But muſt his creditors have all? And have 
they ſold his houſe too? His father built it when He was 
but a prating boy. The times I have carried him in theſe 
arms! And, Jarvis, ſays he, when a beggar has aſked cha- 
rity of me, why ſhould people be poor ? You ſhan't be poor, 
Jarvis; if I was a king, nobody ſhould be poor. Yet He is 

r. And then he was ſo brave lO, he was a brave little 
boy! And yet ſo merciful, he'd not have killed the gnat 
that ſtung him. 

Mrs. Bev. Speak to him, Charlotte ; for I 3 

Char. When I have wiped my eyes. „ 

Far. I have a little money, madam; it might have been 
more, but 1 have loved the poor. All that I have is yours, 

Mrs. Bev. No, Jarvis ; we have enough yet. I thank 
you though, and will deſerve your goodnels. 

Jar. But ſhall I ſee my maſter? And will he let 
me attend him in his diſtreſſes? I'll be no expence to 
him : and 'twill kill me to be refuſed: Where is he, madam ? 

Mrs. Bev. Not at home, Jarvis. You ſhall ſee him an- 


other time. 
Char. To-morrow, or the next day. O, Jarvis! what a 


change is here 


Ti 3 
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Far. A change indeed, madam! My old heart akes at 
it. And yet methinks--But here's ſomebody coming. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Lucy with STURELY, 


Lucy. Mr. Stukely, Madam. Exit. 
Stu. Good morning to you, Ladies. Mr. Jarvis, your 
ſervant. Where's my friend, madam? [To Mrs. Beverley. 
| Mrs. Bev. I ſhould have aſked that queſtion of You. 
Have not you ſeen him to-day ? 

Stu. No, madam. | 

Char. Nor laſt night? 

Stu. Laſt night | Did not he come home then? 

Mrs. Bev. No. Were not you together? 

Stu. At the beginning of the evening; but not ſince. 
Where can he have ſtaid ? | | 

Char. You call yourſelf his friend, Sir; why do you 
encourage him in this madneſs of gaming? 

Stu. You have aſked me that queſtion before, madam ; 
and I told you my concern was that I could not ſave him. 
Mr. Beverley is a man, madam; and if the moſt friendly 
entreaties have no effect upon him, I have no other means, 

My purſe has been his, even to the injury of my fortune. 
If That has been encouragement, I deſerve cenſure ; but I 
meant 1t to retrieve him. 

Mrs. Bev, I don't doubt it, Sir; and I thank you. 
But where did you leave him laſt night ? | | 

Stu. At Wilſon's, madam, if I ought to tell; in com- 
pany I did not like. Poſſibly he may be there ſtill, Mr. 
Jarvis knows the houſe, I believe. | 

Far. Shall I go, madam? - 
| | | Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. No; he may take it ill. 
Char. He may go as from himſelf. | 
Stu. And if he pleaſes, madam, without naming Me. I 
am faulty myſelf, and ſhould conceal the errors of a friend. 
But I can refuſe nothing here. | Bowing to the ladies. 
ar. I would fain fee him, methinks. 
Mrs. Bev. Do ſo then. But take care how you upbraid 
him. I have never upbraided him. 
Far. Would I could bring him comfort [ Exit. 
Stu. Don't be too much alarmed, madam. All men 
have their errors, and their times of ſeeing them. Perhaps 
my friend's time is not come yet. But he has an uncle; 
and old men don't live for ever. You ſhould look for- 
ward, madam : we are taught how to value a ſecond for- 
tune by the loſs of a firſt. | 4 knocking at the door. 
Mrs. Bev. Hark !--No; that knocking was too rude for 
Mr. Beverley. Pray heaven he be well ! 
Stu. Never doubt it, madam. You ſhall be well too: 
every thing ſhall be well. [ Knocking again. 
Mrs. th The knocking is a little loud though. Who 
waits there ? Will none of you anſwer ?--None of you, did 
I ay? Alas! I thought myſelf in my own houſe, ſurrounded 
with ſervants. 
Char. Tl go, ſiſter-But don't be alarmed fo. [ Exit. 
Stu. What extraordinary accident have you to fear, 
madam ? 
Mes. Bev. I beg your pardon; but tis ever thus with 
me in Mr. Beverley s abſence. No one knocks at the door, 
but I fancy tis a meſſenger of ill news. 
Stu. You are too fearful, madam; 'twas but one night 


of abſence ; and if ill thoughts intrude (as love is always 
ESE 2 doubtful) 
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doubtful) think of your worth and beauty, and "YR them 


from your breaſt. 


Mrs. Bev. What thoughts ? I have no thoughts that 


- wrong my huſband. 


Stu. Such thoughts indeed would wron g him. The 
world is full of ſlander; and every wretch that knows him- 
ſelf unjuſt, charges his ' neighbour with like paſſions ; and 
by the general frailty, hides his own. If you are wile, and 
would be happy, turn a deaf ear to ſuch reports: tis ruin 
to believe them. 

Mrs. Bev. Ay, worſe than ruin. Twould be to fin 
againſt conviction. Why was it mentioned? 

Su. To guard you againſt rumour, The ſport of 
half mankind is miſchief; and for a ſingle error they 
make men devils, If their tales reach you, diſbelieve 

them. 

Mrs. Bev. What tales? By whom ? Why told? I have 
heard nothing; or if I had, with all his errors, my Bever- 
ley's firm faith admits no doubt. It is my ſafety; my ſeat 
of reſt and joy, while the ſtorm threatens round me. Fll 
not forſake it. (Stukely fighs, and looks down) Why turn 
you from me? And why that figh ? 

Stu. I was attentive, madam ; and ſighs will come we 
know not why. Perhaps I have been too buſy. If it ſhould 
ſeem ſo, impute my zeal to friendſhip, that meant to guard 
you againſt evil tongues. Your Beverley is wronged ; flan- 
dered mot vilely. My life upon his truth. 

Mrs. Bev. And mine too. Who is't that doubs it? 
But no matter-I am prepared, Sir. Vet why this caution ?— 
You are my huſband's friend ; I think you mine too; the 


common friend * both. (Pauſes) I had been unconcerned 
elle. | 
Stu. 
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Stu. For heaven's ſake, madam, be fo ſtill! I meant to 
guard you againſt ſuſpicion, not to alarm it. 

Mrs. Bev. Nor have you, Sir. Who told yow of ſuſpi- 
cion ? I have a heart it cannot reach, F 

Stu. Then I am happy--I would ſay more, but am pre- 


vented, | 


SCENE V. 


Re-enter CHARLOT TE. 


Mrs. Bev. Who was it, Charlotte ? | 
Char. What a heart has that Jarvis -A creditor, ſiſter. 
But the good old man has taken him away. Don't diſtreſs 
his wife! Don't diſtreſs his ſiſter! I could hear him fay. 
"Tis cruel to diſtreſs the afflicted, And when he ſaw me 
at the door, he begged pardon that his friend had knocked 

ſo loud. | | . 

Stu. 1 with I had known of this. Was it a large de- 
mand, madam ? 

Char. I heard not that; but viſits ſuch as theſe, we muft 
expect often. Why ſo diſtreſſed, ſiſter? This is no new 
affliction. ' | 

Mrs. Bev. No, Charlotte; but I am faint with watch- 
ing; quite ſunk and ſpiritleſs. Will you excuſe me, Sir? 
I'll to my chamber, and try to reſt a little. 

Stu. Good thoughts go with you, madam. 

(Exit Mrs. Beverley. 
My bait is taken then. (Afide.) Poor Mrs. Beverley | How: 
my heart grieves to ſee her thus! 

Char. Cure her, and be a friend then. 

Stu. How cure her, madam ? 

Char. Reclaim my brother. 
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Stu. Ay; give him a new creation; or breathe another 
Gul into him. TI think on't, madam. Advice, I ſee, is 
thankleſs. 

Char. Uſeleſs I am ſure it is, if through miſtaken friend- 
ſhip, or other motives, you feed his paſſion with your purſe, 
and ſooth it by example. Phyſicians, to cure fevers, keep 
from the patient's thirſty lip the cup that would inflame 
him; You give it to his hands. (4 knocking.) Hark, Sir | 
Theſe are my brother's deſperate ſymptoms. Ancther” 
creditor. | 

Stu. One not ſo caſily got rid of- What, Lewſon! 


SCENE VI. 


Enter LEwSON. 


Lew. Madam, your ſervant. Yours, Sir. I was enquiring 

for you at your lodgings 

Stu. This morning? You had . then ? 

Lew. You'll call it by another name, perhaps. Where's 
Mr. Beverley, madam ? 

" Char. We have ſent to enquire for him. 

Lew. Is he abroad then? He did not uſe to go out ſo 

early. 

Clar. No; nor to ſtay out fo late. 

Lew. Is that tie ende Pom ſorry for it. But Mr. Stukely, 
perhaps, may direct you to him. 

Stu. J have already, Sir. But what was your buſineſs with 
Me ? 

Lew. To congratulate you upon your late ſucceſſes at 
play. Poor Beverley! But You are his friend; and there's 
a comfort in having ſucceſsful friends. 

Stu. And what am I to underſtand by this? | 

ew, 
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Lew. That Beverleys a poor man, with a rich friend; 
that's all. | 

Stu. Your words would mean ſomething, I ſuppoſe, 
Another time, Sir, I ſhall defire an explanation, 

Lew. And why not now? I am no dealer in long len- 
tences. A minute or two will do for me. 

Stu. But not for Me, Sir. I am {low of apprehenſion, and 
muſt have time and privacy. A lady's preſence engages my 
attention. Another morning I may be found at home. 

Lew. Another morning then, I'll wait upon you. 

_ I ſhall expect you, Sir. Madam, your ſervant. 

Exit. 

Char. What mean you by this ? 

Lew. To hint to him that I know him. | 

Char. How know him? Mere doubt and ſuppoſition ! 

Lew. I ſhall have proof ſoon. 

Char. And what then? Would you riſk your lite to be his 
puniſher? 

Lew. My life, madam! Don't be afraid. And yet I am 
happy in your concern for me. But let it content you that 
I know this Stukely. Twould be as eaſy to make him ho- 
neſt as brave. 

| Char, And what d' you intend to do? 

Lew. Nothing, till I have proof. Yet my ſuſpicions are 
well grounded. But methinks, madam, I am acting here 
without authority. Could I have leave to call Mr. Beverley 
brother, his concerns would be my own. Why will you 


make my ſervices appear officious ? 


Char. You know my reaſons, and ſhould not preſs me. 


Bur I am cold, you ſay: and cold I will be, while a 


ſiſter's deſtitute. My heart bleeds for her | and till I 22 


her ſorrows moderated, love has no joys for me. 


Lew 
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Leeuw. Can I be leſs a friend by being a brother? I would 
not ſay an unkind thing; but the pillar of your houſe is 
ſhaken. Prop it with another, and it ſhall ſtand firm again. 
- ' You muſt comply. 

Char. And will, when I have peace within myſelf. But 
let us change the ſubject. Your buſineſs here this morning 
is with my ſiſter. Misfortunes preſs too hard upon her: yet 
till to day ſhe has borne them nobly. 

Lew. Where is ſhe ? 

Char. Gone to her chamber. Her ſpirits failed . 
Lew. I hear her coming. Let what has paſſed with Stukely 
be a ſecret. She has already too much to trouble her. 


SCENE VII. 


Enter Mrs. BEVERL E . 


Mrs. Bev. Good morning, Sir. I heard your voice, and, as 
: thought, enquiring for me. Where's Mr. Stukely, Char- 
otte ? 

Char. This moment gone. You have been-in tears, ſiſter ; 
but here's a friend ſhall comfort you. 

Lew. Or if I add to your diſtreſſes, I'll beg your pardon, 
madam. The fale of your houſe and furniture was finiſhed 

yeſterday. 

Mrs. Bev. IJ know it, Sir. I know too | your generous 
reaſon for putting me in mind of it. But you have obliged 
me too much already. 

Lew. There are trifle, madam, which you have ſet a 
value on : thoſe 1 have purchaſed, and will deliver. I have 
a friend too that eſteems you ; he has bought largely, and 
will call nothing his, till he has ſeen you. If a viſit to him 
would not be painful, he has _ it may be this morning. 

Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. Not painful in the leaſt. My pain is from the 
kindneſs of my friends. Why am I to be obliged beyond 
the power of return ? . | | 

Lew. You ſhall repay us at your own time. I have a 
coach waiting at the door. Shall we have Your company, 
madam ? [ To Charlotte. 

Char. No. My brother may return ſoon ; I'll ſtay and 
receive him. | 

Mrs. Bev. He may want a comforter, perhaps. But don't 
upbraid him, Charlotte. We ſhan't be abſent long. Come, 
Sir, fince I nu, be ſo obliged. 

Lew, "Tis I that am obliged. An hour or leſs will be ſuf- 
ficient for us. We ſhall find you at home, madam ? (To 
Charlotte.) [ Exit with Mys. Beverley. 

Char, Certainly. I have but little inclination to appear 
abroad. O! this brother! this brother! to what wretched- 
neſs has he reduced us! [ Exit. 


SCENE VIII. Changes to STUKELY's lodgings. 
hs Enter STUKELY, . 


Stu. That Lewſon ſuſpects me, tis too plain, Yet why 
ſhould he ſuſpect me? I appear the friend of Beverley as 
well as he. But I am rich it ſeems : and ſo I am; thanks 
to another's folly and my own wiſdom. To what uſe is 
wiſdom, but to take advantage of the weak ? This Bever- 
ley's my fool: I cheat him, and he calls me friend. But 
more buſineſs muſt be done yet. His wife's jewels are un- 
fold; fo is the reverſion of his uncle's eſtate. I muſt have 
theſe too. And then there's a treaſure above all. I love his 
wife, Before ſhe knew this Beverley, I loved her ; but like 

| Kkk | a cring- 
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a cringing fool, vid a diſtance, while He ſtept in and 
won her. Never, never will I forgive him for it. My pride, 

as well as love, is wounded by this conqueſt, I muſt have 
vengeance. Thoſe hints, this morning, were well thrown in. 

Already they have faſtened on her. If jealouſy ſhould weaken 
her affections, want may corrupt her virtue. My hate re- 
Joyces in the hope. Theſe jewels may do much. He ſhall 
demand them of her ; which, when mine, ſhall be convert- 


ed to ſpecial purpoſes. —— What now, Bates? 
„ i en 2x. 


Enter BAT ES. 


Bates. Is it a wonder then to ſee me? The forces are in 
readineſs, and only wait for orders. Where's Beverley? 

Stu. At-laſt night's rendezvous, waiting for Me. Is Daw- 
ſon with you? 

Bates. Dreſſed like a nobleman ; with money in his 
pocket, and a ſet of dice that ſhall deseive the devil. | 

Seu. That fellow has a head to undo a nation. But for 
the reſt, they are ſuch low-mannered, . ill-looking dogs, 1 
wonder Beverley has not ſuſpected them. | 

Bates. No matter for manners and looks: do You ſup- 
ply them with money, and they are gentlemen by profeſſion. 
The paſſion of gaming caſts ſuch a mit before the eyes, that 
the 67" {hall be ſurrounded with ſharpers, and ima- 
gine himſelf in the beſt company 

Stu. There's that Williams too: it was He, I ſuppoſe, 
that called at Beverley's with the note this morning, What 
directions did you give him 4 

Bates. 
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Bates. To knock loud, and be Seve Did not. you 
ſce him? 

Seu. No. The fool ſneaked off with. Jarvis. Had he ap- 
peared within-doors, as directed, the note had been dk. 
charged. I waited there on purpoſe. I want the women to 
think well of me; for Lewſon's grown ſuſpicious; he told 
me ſo himſelf. 

Bates. What anſwer did you make him? 

Stu. A ſhort one. That I would ſee him ſoon, for far- 
ther explanation. 

Bates. We muſt take care of him. But what have we 
to do with Beverley? Dawſon and the reſt are wondering 

at you. 

Seu. Why let them wonder. I have deſigns above Their 
narrow reach. They ſee me lend him money ; and they 
ſtare at me. But they are Heals. I want him to believe me 
beggared by him, | 

Bates. And what then 2 

Stu. Ay, there's the q 
you may know more, He waits s for me at Wilſon's. I cold 
the women where to end him. 1 

Bates. To what purpoſe? . 

Stu. To fave ſuſpicion. It looked friendly ; and they 
thanked me. Old Jarvis was diſpatched to hind. 

Bates.” And may intreat him home. 0 £107 

Stu. No; he expects money from me: but I'll, have 
none. His wife's jewels muſt go. Women are eaſy creatures, 
and refuſe nothing where they love. Follow me to Wilſon's ; 
but beſure he ſees you not. You are a man of character, 


you know 3 3 of prudence and diſcretion. Wait for me 
Kkk2 in 


„ but no matter. At night 
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in an outer room; I ſhall have buſineſs for you a e po 
Come, Sir. | | | 


4 Let . froh by ban, grow great ; 
4 = The ſhorter road to riches is deceit. 


F | 5 8 | [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  @ gaming houſe, with a table, box, dice, &c. 
BEVERLEV ig diſcovered fitting. 


BELVERLEY. | 
HY, what a world is this! The ſlave that digs for 
gold, receives his daily pittance, and ſleeps con- 
tented; while thoſe, for whom he labours, convert their 
to miſchief ; making abundance the means of want. 
O ſhame! ſhame | Had fortune given me but a little, that 
little had been ſtill my own. But plenty leads to waſte ; 
and ſhallow ſtreams maintain their currents, while ſwelling 
rivers beat down their banks, and leave their channels 
empty. What had II to do with play? I wanted nothing. 
My wiſhes and my means were equal. The poor followed 
me with bleſſings ; love ſcattered roſes on my pillow, and 
morning waked me to delight.---O, bitter thought! that 


leads to what I was, by what I am ! I would forget both--- 
Who's there ? 


SCENE IL 
Enter a WAITER, 


is ait. A gentleman, Sir, enquires for you. 

Bev. He ** have uſed leſs ceremony. Stukely 1 
ſuppole ? | 

Wait. 1805 Sir; a 8 


Bev. 
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Bev. Well, ſhew him in. (Exit Waiter.) A meſſenger 
from Stukely then. From Him that has undone me! Yet 
all in friendſhip ; and now he lends me from his little, to 


bring back fortune to me. 


SCENE III. 
Enter Jarvis. 


Jarvis! Why this intruſion ?---Your abſence had been 
kinder. 

Jar. I came in duty, Sir. If it be trovhleſ@me-— 

Bev. It is. I would be private; hid even from myſelf. 
Who ſent you hither ? | 

Far. One that would perſuade you home again. My 
miſtreſs is not well; her tears told me ſo. 

Bev. Go with thy duty there then. But does ſhe 
weep? I am to blame to let her weep. Prithee begone ; 
I have no buſineſs for thee. 

Far. Yes, Sir; to lead you from this place. I am your 
ſervant ſtill. Your proſperous fortune bleſſed my old age. 
If That has left you, I muſt not leave you. 

Bev. Not leave me! Recall paſt time then ; or throug h 
this ſea of ſtorms and darkneſs, ſhew me a Rar to guide me. 
But what can'ſt Thou? 

Jar. The little that I can, 1 will. Vou have been ge- 
nerous to me. I would not offend you, Sir---but--- 

Bev. No. Think 'ſt thou I'd ruin Thee too? I have 
enough of ſhame already. My wife! my wife | Would'ſt 
thou believe it, Jarvis? I have not ſeen her all this long 
night; I, who have loved her ſo, that every hour of > 
{ence ſeemed as a gap in life. But other bonds have held 

me. O! I have played the Sys ; dropping my counters in 
the 
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the ſtream, and reaching to redeem them, have loſt Myſelf, | 
Why wilt Thou follow miſery? Or if thou wilt, go to thy 1 


miſtreſs---She has no guilt to ſting her, and therefore may 


be comforted. X 
Jar. For pity's ſake, Sir! I have no heart to ſee th 
change. 
Bev. Nor I to bear it. How ſpeaks the world of me, 
Jarvis? 8 


Jar. As of a good man dead. Of one, who walking 
in a dream, fell down a {Pp The world is rr 

for you. 

Bev. Ay, and pities me. Says it not ſo? But I was born 
to infamy. I'll tell thee what it ſays. It calls me villain; 
a treacherous huſband ; a cruel father; a falſe brother ; 
one loſt to nature and her charities---Or to fay all in one 1 
ſhort word, it calls me- Gameſter. Go to thy miſtreſs ; { 

I'll fee her preſently. 

Far. And why not now? Rude people preſs upon her ; 
loud, bawling creditors ; wretches, who know no pity. I | | 
met one at the door ; he would have ſeen my miſtreſs---I | 3 
wanted means of preſent yment, ſo promiſed it to-morrow. 
But others may be eng ; and ſhe has grief enough 


already. Vour ables hangs too heavy on her. [ 
Bev. Tell her I'll come then. I have a moment's buſi- 
neſs. But what haſt Thou to do with My diſtreſſes? Thy 
honeſty has left thee poor; and age wants comfort. Keep 
what thou haſt for cordials ; Iſt | between thee and the 
grave, miſery ſteal in, I have a friend ſhall counſel me 
This is that friend. e e 
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8 CEN E IV. 


\ Enter STUKELY. 


Stu. How fares it, Beverley? Honeſt Mr. Jarvis, well met; 
I hoped to find you here. That viper Williams! Was it 
not He that troubled you this morning ? 

Far. My miſtreſs heard him then? I am * that ſhe 
heard him. ö 

Bev. And Jarvis promiſed . 

Stu. That muſt not be. Tell him I'll fatisfy him. 

Far. Will you, Sir? Heaven will reward you for't. 

Bev. Generous Stukely ! Friendſhip like yours, had it 
ability like will, would more than ballance the wrongs of 
fortune. 

Stu. You think too kindly of me. Make haſte to Wil- 
"Soo his clamours may be rude elſe. [To Jarvis. 

Jur. And my maſter will go home again. Alas! Sir, 
we know of hearts there breaking for his abſence. 1 

Bev. Would I were dead! 

Stu. Or turned hermit ; counting a ſtring of beads in a 
dark cave; or under a weeping willow, praying for mercy 
& the: withad, Hal ha! ha! Prithee be a man, and 
leave dying to diſeaſe and old age. Fortune may be ours 
again; at leaſt, we'll try for't. | 

Bev. No, it has fooled us on too far. 

Stu. Ay, ruined us; and therefore we'll fit down con- 
tented. Theſe are the deſpondings of men without money; 
but let the ſhining ore chink in the pocket, and folly turns 
to wiſdom. We are fortune's children. True, ſhe's a fickle 
mother; but ſhall We droop becauſe She's peeviſh | ? No; 


the has Gables i in ſtore, And theſe her frowns are meant 10 
brighten them. | Bev. 
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Bev. Is this a time for levity ? But You are angie i in the 
ruin, and therefore may talk lightly of it. With Me tis 
complicated miſery. 


Stu. You 8 2H me unjuſtly. J but aſſumed theſe ſpi- 


rits to chear my friend. Heaven knows he wants a com- 
forter. 

Bev. What new misfortune ? : 

Stu. I would have brought you money; but lenders want 

ſecurities. What's to be done ? All that was mine is yours 
. already. 3 

Bev. And there's the weight that l me. I have 
undone my friend too; one, who to ſave a drowning 
wretch, reached out his hand, and periſhed with! him. 

Stu. Have better thoughts. 


Bev. Whence are they to proceed ? I have nothing left. 


Stu. (Sighing) Then we're indeed undone. What, no- 
thing ? No moveables ? nor uſeleſs trinkets ? Bawbles, locked 
up in caſkets, to ſtarve their owners? I have ventured deeply 
for you. 


Bev. Therefore this heart-ake ; for I am loſt beyond all 
hope 


Stu. No: means may be found to ſave us. Jarvis is rich. 


Who made him ſo? This is no time for ceremony. 

Bev. And is it for diſhoneſty ? The good old man Shall 
I rob Him too? My friend would grieve for't. No; let the 
little that he has, buy food and loathing for him. 

Stu. Good morning then. : . 

Bev. So haſty | Why, then good morning. 
Stu. And when we meet again, upbraid me. Say it was 
I that tempted you. Tell Lewſon fb ; and tell him I have 
wronged you : he has ſuſpicions of me, and will thank you. 


Bev. No; we have been OO in a raſh voyage, 
l and 
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and the ſame ſtorm has wrecked us both. Mine ſhall be 
ſelf- upbraidings. 

Stu. And wil they feed us ? You deal unkindly by me. 
I have ſold and math for you,while land or credit laſted; 
and now, when fortune ſhould be tried, and my heart whit 
pers me ſucceſs, I am deſerted ; turned loole to beggary, 
while You have hoards. 

Bev. What hoards ? Name them, and ah them. 

Stu Jewels. 

Bev. And ſhall this thriftleſs hand ſeize Them too ? My 
poor, poor wife! Muſt ſhe loſe all? I would not wound 
her ſo. 

Stu. Nor I, but from neceſſity. One effort more, and 
fortune may grow kind. I have unuſual hopes. 

Bev. Think of ſome other means then. 

Stu. I have; and you rejected them. 

Bev. 9 ꝗ W let me be a man. 

Stu. Ay, and your friend a poor one. But I have done. 
And for theſe trinkets of a woman, why, let her keep them 
to deck out pride with, and ſhew a laughing world that 


ſhe has finery to ſtarve in. 


Bev. No; ſhe ſhall yield up all. My friend demands it. 
But need he have talked lightly of her ? The jewels that She 
values are truth and innocence : thoſe will adorn her ever ; 
and for the reſt, ſhe wore them for a huſband's pride, ns 
to his wants at give them. Alas! you know her not. Where 
ſhall we meet? 

Stu. No matter. I have changed my mind. Leave me 
to a priſon; tis the reward of Friendſhip. 

Bev. Periſh mankind firſt! Leave you to a priſon! No: 
fallen as you ſee me, I'm not that wretch. Nor would I 
change this heart, o'ercharged as tis with folly and. misfor- 

tune, 
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tune, for one moſt prudent and moſt happy, if callous to 
a friend's diſtreſſes. 1 

Stu. Vou are too warm. 

Bev. In ſuch a cauſe, not to be warm is to be frozen. 
Farewell. I'll meet you at your lodgings. 

Stu. Reflect a little. The jewels may be loſt. Better 
not hazard them. I was too preſling. 

Bev. And I ungrateful. Reflection takes up time. I 
have no leiſure for t. Within an hour expect me. | Exit. 

Stu. The thoughtleſs, ſhallow prodigal! We ſhall have 
ſport at night then---But hold--the jewels are not ours yet. 
The lady may refuſe them. The huſband may relent too. 
'Tis more than probable--I'll write a note to Beverley, and 
the contents ſhall ſpur him to demand them. But am1 
grown this rogue through avarice ? No; I have warmer 


motives: love and revenge. Ruin the huſband, and the 


wife's virtue may be bid for. Tis of uncertain value, and 


ſinks, or riſes in the purchaſe, as want, or wealth, or paſſion 


overns. The poor part cheaply with it; rich dames, 
though pleaſed with ſelling, will have high prices for't ; 
your love- ſick girls give it for oaths and lying; but wives, 
who boaſt of honour and affections, keep it againſt a fa- 


mine. Why, let the famine come then; I am in haſte to 


purchaſe, 


"SCENE --V: 
Enter BATES. 


Look to your men, Bates; there's money ſtirring. We 
meet to-night upon this ſpot. Haſten and tell them fo. 
Beverley calls upon me at my lodgings, and we return 


together, Haſten, I fay; the rogues will ſcatter elſe. 
LEE 2 Bates. 
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Bates. Not till their leader bids them. 


Stu. Come on then. Give them the word, and follow 
me; I muſt adviſe with you. This i is a day of buſineſs. 


Au. 


SCENE VI. changes to BeverLEY's lodgings. 


Enter BRVERLEVY, and CHARLOTTE. 


Char. Your looks are changed too; there's wildneſs in 
them. My wretched fiſter | how will it grieve her to ſee 
you thus! 

Bev. No, no; a little reſt will eaſe me. And for your 
Lewſon's kindeef to her, it has my thanks : I have no more 


to give him. 
Char. Yes; a ſiſter and her fortune. I trifle with him ; 


and he complains. My looks, he ſays, are cold upon him. 
He thinks too 


Bev. That I have 4% your fortune--He dares not think fo. 
Char. Nor does he--You are too quick at gueſſing. He 
cares not if you had. That care is mine. I lent it you 
to huſband ; and now I claim it. 
Bev. You have ſuſpicions then ? 
Char. Cure them, and give it me. 
Bev. To ſtop a ſiſter's chiding. 
Char. To vindicate her brother. 
Bev. How if he needs it not ? 
Char. I would fain hope ſo. 
Bev. Ay, would and cannot. Leave it to time then ; 
"twill ſatisfy all doubts, 
Char. Mine are already fatisfied. 


Bev. Tis well. And when the ſubject is rehewed, 
ſpeak to me like a x faſter, and I will anſwer like a brother. 


Char. 
) 
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' Char. To tell me I'm a beggar. Why, tell it now. 1 
that can bear the ruin of thoſe dearer to me, the ruin of a 
fiſter and her infant, can bear that too. 

Bev. No more of this-You wring my heart. 

Char. Would that the miſery were all your own! But 
innocence muſt ſuffer. Unthinking rioter | whoſe home 
was heaven to him: an angel dwelt there, and a little 
cherub, that crowned his days with bleſſings--How has he 
loft this heaven, to league with devils | 
Bev. Forbear, I fay ; reproaches come too late; they 
ſearch, but cure not. And for the fortune you demand, 
we'll talk to-morrow on 't; our tempers may be milder. 

Char. Or if tis gone, why, farewel all. I claimed it 
for a ſiſter. She holds my heart in hers; and every pang 
She feels, tears it in pieces--But I'll upbraid no more. What 
heaven permits, it may ordain; and ſorrow then is ſinful. 
Yet that the huſband | father! brother! ſhould be its in- 
ſtrument of vengeance |--'Tis grievous to know that. 

Bev. If you're my fiſter, ſpare the remembrance--It 
wounds too deeply. To-morrow ſhall clear all; and when 
the worſt is known, it may be better than your fears. Com- 
fort my wife; and for the pains of abſence, I'll make 
atonement. The world may yet go well with. us. 

Char. See where ſhe comes !--Look chearfully upon her. 
Affections, ſuch as hers, are prying : ; and lend thoſe eyes 
that read the ſoul, _ 


SCENE VI. 


Enter Mrs, BEVERLEY, and LEwsoXN. 


Mrs. Bev. My lite | 
Bev. My love! How fares it? I have been a truant 


huſband. | L113 Mrs. 


446 The GAMESTER, 

Mrs. Bev. But we meet now, and that heals all. Doubts 
and_alarms I have had; but in this dear embrace I bury 
and forget them. My friend here (pointing to Lew on) has 
been indeed a friend. Charlotte, tis You muſt thank 
him : your brother's thanks and mine are of too little 
value. | : 

Bev. Yet what we have, we'll pay. I thank you, Sir, 
and am obliged. I would ſay more, but that your good- 
_ neſs to the wife, upbraids the huſband's follies. Had I been 
wiſe, She had not treſpaſſed on your bounty. 

Lew. Nor has ſhe treſpaſſed. The little I have done, 
acceptance over-pays. 

Char. So. friendſhip thinks 

Mrs. Bev. And re obligations, by ſtriving to con- 
ceal them We'll talk another time on't. You are too 
thoughtful, love. 

Boo. No; I have reaſon for theſe thou ghts. 

Char. And hatred for the cauſe. Would you had that 
too | 

Bev. 1 have, The cauſe was avarice. 

Char. And who the tempter ? * 

Bev. A ruined friend. Ruined by too much kindneſs; 

Lew. Ay, worſe than ruined ; ſtabbed in his fame ; mor- 
tally ſtabbed. Riches can't cure lim. 

* Or if they could, thoſe I have drained him of. 
Something of this he hinted in the morning--that Lewſon 
had ſuſpicions of him Why theſe ſuſpicions? ¶ Angrily. 

Lew. At ſchool we knew this Stukely. A cunning 
plodding boy he was, ſordid and cruel. Slow at his taſk, 
but quick at ſhifts and tricking. He ſchemed out miſchicf, . 
that Shen might be puniſhed ; and would tell his tale 
with ſo much art, that for the laſh he merited, * 
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and praiſe were given him. Shew me a boy with ſuch a 
mind, and time that ripens manhood in him, ſhall ripen 
vice too. I'll prove him, and lay him open t'you. Till 
then be warned. I know him, and therefore ſhun him. 

Bev. As I would thoſe that wrong him. You are too 
buſy, Sir. 

Mrs. Bev. No, not too buſy---Miſtaken perhaps---That 
had been milder. 

Lew. No matter, madam. Tycan bear this, and praiſe 
the heart that prompts it. Pity ſuch friendſhip ſhould be 
ſo placed | 2 18 

Bev. Again, Sir l- But I'll bear too. You wrong him, 
Lewſon, and will be ſorry for't. 

Char. Ay, when tis proved he wrongs him. The world 
is full of hypocrites. 

Bev. And Stukely one---So you'd infer, I think. T'll 
hear no more of. this My heart akes for him--—I have un- 
done him. 

Lew. The world ſays ochinwite. , 

Bev. The world is falſe then. I have bufineſs with you, 
love. (To Mrs. Beverley.) We'll leave them to their rancour. 

[ Going. 

Char. No. We ſhall find room within for't. Come 
this way, Sir. [To Leuſon. 

Lew. Another time my friend will thank me; that time 
is haſtening too. [Exit with Charlotte. 

Bev. They hurt me beyond bearing. Is Stukely falſe? 
Then honeſty has left us | Twere finning _— heaven 
to think ſo. 

Mrs. Bev. I never doubted him. 

Bev. No; You'are charity. Meekneſs and ever-during 
patience live in that heart, and love that knows no change 


Why did I ruin. you? * Mrs. 


448 The GAMESTER, 


Mrs. Bev. You have not ruined me. I have no wants 
when You are preſent, nor wiſhes in your abſence, but to be 
bleſt with your return. Be but reſigned to what has hap- 
pened, and I am rich beyond the dreams of avarice. 

Bev. My generous girl But memory will be buſy ; ſtill 
crowding on my thoughts, to ſour the preſent by the =_ 
J have another pang too. 

Mrs. Bev. Tell it, and let me cure it. 

Bev. That friend, that generous friend, whoſe fa they 
have traduced---I have undone Him too. While he had 
means, he lent me largely; and now a priſon muſt be his 
portion. 


Mrs. Bev. No; I hope otherwiſe. 

Bev. To hope muſt be to act. The charitable wiſh feeds 
not the hungry. Something muſt be done. 

Mrs. Bev. What ? 

Bev. In bitterneſs of heart he told 1 me, juſt now he told 
me, I had undone him. Could I hear that, and think of 
happineſs? No ; I have diſclaimed it, while He is miſera- 
ble. 

Mrs. Bev. The world may mend with us, and then we 
may be grateful, There's comfort in that hope. 

Bev. Ay; tis the ſick man's cordial, his promiſed cure; 
while i in preparing it, the patient dies. What now? 


SCENE VIII. 
Enter Lucy. 


Lucy. A letter, Sir. [ Delivers it, and exit. 


Bev. The hand is Stukely's. 
[ Opens, and reads it to himſelf. 


Mrs. Bev. And brings good news --- at leaſt I'll hope 
fo-----What ſays he, love? Bev. 
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Bev, Why, this--=-too much for patience. Yet he directs 
me to conceal it from you. Reads. 


Let your haſte to ſee me be the only proof of your efteem 


for me. ¶ have determined, fince we parted, to bid 
adieu to England; chufing rather to for ſake my coun- 


try, than to owe my freedom in it to the means we 


talked of. Keep this a ſecret at home, and haſten to 
the ruined 


R. Sr TUKELY. 

Ruined by friendſhip | I muſt relieve, or follow him. 

Mrs. Bev. Follow him, did you ſay ? Then I am loſt 
indeed | 
Bev. O this infernal vice! bob has it ſunk me! A vice, 
whoſe higheſt joy was poor to my domeſtic happineſs. Yet 
how have I purſued it! Turned all my comforts to bit- 
tereſt pangs | and all Thy ſmiles to tears. Damned, damned 
infatuation | 

Mrs. Bev. Be cool, my life! What are the means the 
letter talks of ? Have You, have I thoſe means ? Tell me, 
and eaſe me. I have no life while You are wretched. 

Bev. No, no; it muſt not be. Tis I alone have ſinned ; 
tis I alone. muſt ſuffer, You ſhall reſerve thoſe means, to 


keep my child and his wronged mother from want and 
wretchedneſs. 


Mrs. Bev. What means ? | 
Bev. I came to rob you of them; but cannot - - -dare not; 


| thoſe jewels are your ſole ſupport - - -I ſhould be more than 


monſter to requeſt them. 

Mrs. Bev. My jewels ! Trifles, not wok the ſpeaking of, 
if weighed againſt a huſband's peace; but let them purchaſe 
That, and the world s wealth is of leſs value. 

M m m Bev. 
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Bev. Amazing goodneſs | How little do I ſeem before 
ſuch virtues !. 

Mrs. Bev. No more, my love. I kept them till occaſion 
called to uſe them; now is the occaſion, and III reſign 
them chearfully. | | 

Bev. Why, we'll be rich in lewd then---But this exceſs of 
kindneſs melts me. Yet for a friend one would do much. 
He has denied Me nothing. | 

Mrs. Bev. Come to my cloſet - - - -But let him manage 
wiſely, We have no more to give him. 

Bev. Where learnt my love this excellence ? 'Tis hea- 
ven's own teaching ; that heaven, which to an angel's form, 
has given a mind more lovely, I am unworthy of you, but 


will deſerve you better. 


Henceforth my follies and neglects ſhall ceaſe, 
And all to come be penitence and peace; 

Vice ſhall no more attract me with her charms, 
Mor pleaſure reach me, but in theſe dear arms. 


Exeunt. 
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SCENE I. SruxETE 's lodgings. 


Enter STUxELY, and BarEs. 


STUKELY. 


O runs the world, Bates. Fools are the natural prey 
of knaves; nature deſigned them ſo, when ſhe 
made lambs for wolves. The laws that fear and policy 
have framed, nature diſclaims : ſhe knows but two; and 
thoſe are force and cunning. The nobler law is force ; but 
then there's danger in't; while cunning, like a ſkilful 
miner, works ſafely and unſeen. | 

Bat. 'And therefore wiſely. Force muſt have nerves 
and finews ; cunning wants neither. The dwarf that has 
it, ſhall trip the giant's heels up. | . 

Stu. And bind him to the ground. Why, we'll erect 
a ſhrine for nature, and be her oracles. Conſcience is 
weakneſs; fear made, and fear maintains it. The dread 
of ſhame, inward reproaches, and fictitious burnings, ſwell 
out the phantom. Nature knows none of this; Her laws 
are freedom | | 

Bat. Sound doctrine, and well delivered! 

Stu. We are fincere too, and practice what we teach. 


Let the grave pedant ſay as much But now to buſineſs. _—- 


The jewels are diſpoſed of; and Beverley again worth 
money. He waits to count his gold out, and then comes 
hither. If my deſign ſucceeds, this night we finiſh with 

. Mm m 2 him, 
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him. Go to your lodgings, and be buſy. You underſtand 


conveyances, and can make ruin ſure. . 

Bat. Better ſtop here. The ſale of this reverſion may 
be talked of; there's danger in't. 

Stu. No-; tis the mark I aim at. We'll thrive, and 
laugh. You are the purchaſer, and there's the payment. 
(Giving a pocket book.) He thinks you rich; and ſo you 
ſhall be. Enquire for titles, and deal hardly ; *twill look 
like honeſty. | 

Bat. How it he ſufpects us? 

Stu. Leave it to Me. I ſtudy hearts, and when to work 
upon them. Go to your lodgings; and if we come, be 
buſy over papers. Talk of a thoughtleſs age, of gaming 
and extravagance ; you have a face fort. | 

Bat. A feeling too that would avoid it. We puſh too 
far; but I have cautioned you, If it ends ill, you'll think 
of me; and ſo adieu. _ Exit. 

Stu. This fellow fins by halves; his fears are conſcience + 
to him. Tl turn theſe fears to uſe. Rogues that dread 
ſhame, will ſtill be greater rogues to hide their guilt This 
ſhall be thought of. Lewſon grows troubleſome---we muſt 
get rid of him--he knows too much. I have a tale for e- 
verley ; part of it truth too. He ſhall call Lewſon to ac- 
count. If it ſucceeds, tis well; if not, we muſt try 
other means But here he comes--I muſt diſſemble. 


SCENE II. 
Enter BEVERLEY. 


Lock to the door there (In a ſeeming frigbt.) My friend! * 
I thought of other viſitors. 5 IT 

Bev. No: theſe ſhall guard you from them. (Ofer- 

| "We: 5 ing 
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ing notes) Take them, and uſe them cautiouſly. The world 
deals hardly by us. 

Stu. And ſhall I leave you deſtitute? No: Your 
wants are greateſt, Another. climate may treat me 
kinder. The ſhelter of to-night takes me from this, 

Bev. Let theſe be your ſupport then. Yet is there need 
of parting? I may have means again; we'll ſhare them, 
and live wiſely. 

Stu. No. I ſhould tempt you on. Habit is nature in 
me; ruin can't cure it. Even now I would be gaming. 


Taught by experience as I am, and knowing this poor ſum 


is all that's left us, I am for venturing ſtill. And fay I 


am to blame; yet will this little ſupply our wants? No; 
we muſt put it out to uſu Whether 'tis madneſs in 


me, or ſome refiſtleſs impulſe of good fortune, I yet am 


ignorant; but 
Bev. Take it, and ſucceed then. T'll try no more. 


Heu. Tis ſurely impulſe ; it pleads fo ſtrongly--But You 


are cold--we'll e'en part here then. And fer this laſt re- 
ſerve, keep it for better uſes; I'll have none on't. I thank 
you though, and will ſeek fortune fingly--One thing I had 
forgot-- 

Bev. What is 187 a 

Stu. Perhaps, twere beſt forgotten. But I am open in 
my nature, and zealous for the honour of my friend--- 
Lewſon ſpeaks freely of you. 

Bev. Of You I know he does. 

Stu. I can forgive him for't ; but for my friend I'm 
angry. | 

Bev. What fp he of me ? 2416 

Stu. That Charlotte's fortune is embezzled. He talks 


on't loudly. 


Bev. 
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Bev. He ſhall be filenced then--How heard you of it ? 

Stu. From many. He queſtioned Bates about it. You 
muſt account with him, he ſays. 

Bev. Or He with Me - = -and ſoon too. 

Stu. Speak mildly to him. Cautions are beſt. 

Bev. I'll think on't - - -But whither go you? 

Stu. From poverty and priſons - - - -No matter whither, 


If fortune changes you may hear from me. 


Bev. May theſe be proſperous then. (Offering the notes, 
which he refuſes) Nay, they are yours ; I have ſworn it, and 
will have nothing. Take them and uſe them. | 

Stu. Singly I will not. My cares are for my friend; for 
his loſt fortune, and ruined family. All ſeparate intereſts I 
diſclaim. T ogether we have fallen; together we muſt riſe. 
My heart, my honour, both will have it ſo. 


Bev. 7 am weary . being fooled. 
Stu. And ſo am I. Here let us part then. Theſe bodings 


of good - fortune ſhall be ſtifled; I'll eall them folly, and 


forget them. This one embrace, and then fare wel. 
| Offering to embrace. 

Bev. No; tay a moment - - --How my poor heart's diſ- 
tracted | ] have theſe bodin gs too ; but whether caught from 
You, or prompted by my good or evil genius, I know not--- 
The trial ſhall determine - -And yet, my wife 

Stu. Ay, I, ſhe'll chide. 

Bev. No ; My chidings are all here. [Pointing to bis ln. 

Sen. I'll not perſuade you. | 

Bev. I am perſuaded ; by reaſon too; the ſtrongeſt- rea- 
ſon--neceſſity. Oh! coulitionce regain the height I have ma 
from, heaven ſhould forſake me in my lateſt hour, if I ag 


mixed in theſe ſcenes, or ſacrificed the huſband's mA nag 
Joy and beſt affections to avarice and infamy ! 


Sth, 
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Stu. I have reſolved like You ; and ſince our motives are 
ſo honeſt, why ſhould we fear foccels ? 
Bev. Come on then. Where ſhall we meet? 


Seu. At Wilſon's Vet if it hurts you, leave me: I have 
miſled you often. 


Bev. We have miſled each b come | Fortune 


is fickle, and may be tired with plaguing us. T here let 
us reſt our hopes. 


Stu. Yet think a little. 
Bev. I cannot Thinking but diftradts me. 


ben deſperation leads, all thoughts are vain ; 
Reaſon would loſe, what raſhneſs may obtain. 
| [ Exeunt. * 


SCENE III. Bevexievy's lodgings. 
| Enter Mrs. BzvERLEY, and CHARLOTTE, 


Char. Twas all a ſcheme, a mean one; unworthy of 
my brother. 

Mrs. Bev. No, I am ſure it was not. Stukely is honeſt 
too; I know he is. This madneſs has undone them both. 

Char. My brother irrecoverably. You are too ſpiritleſs a 
wife A mournful tale, mixt with a few kind words, will 
ſteal away your ſoul. The world's too ſubtle for ſuch good- 
| neſs. Had I been by, he ſhould have aſked your life ſooner 
than thoſe jewels. | 

Mrs. Bev. He ſhould have had it then. (//armly) I live 
but to oblige him. She who can love, and is beloved like 
Me, will do as much. Men have done more for miſtreſſes, 
and women for a baſe deluder. And ſhall a wife do leſs ? 
Your —_— hurt me, Charlotte. 


_ Char. 
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Char. And come too late ; they might have faved you 
elſe. How could he uſe you ſo ? 

Mrs. Bev. Twas friendſhip did it. His heart was break- 
ing for a friend. 

Char. The friend that has betrayed him. 

Mrs. Bev. Prithee don't think ſo. 

Char. To-morrow he accounts with Me. 

Mrs. Bev. And fairly : I will not doubt it. 

Char. Unleſs a friend has wanted---I have no patience--- 
Siſter | ſiſter | we are bound to curſe this friend. 

Mrs. Bev. My Beverley ſpeaks nobly of him. 

Char. And Lewſon truly -- - But I diſpleaſe you with this 
talk - - To-morrow will inſtruct us. 

| Mrs. Bev. Stay till it comes then. I would not think fo 
hardly. 

Char. Nor I, but foes 3 Yet we have hope 
of better days. M y uncle is infirm, and of an age that threa- 
tens hourly. Or if he lives, You never have offended him ; 
and for diſtreſſes ſo unmerited, he will have pity. " 

Mrs. Bev. I know it, and am chearful. We have no 
more to loſe ; and for what's gone, if it brings prudence 
home, the purchaſe i is well made. 

Char. My Lewſon will be kind too. While he and I have 
life and means, You ſhall divide with us- - - -And ſee, he's 


here. 
SCENE IV. 


| Enter LzwsoN. 
We were juſt ſpeaking of you. 

Lew. Tis beſt to interrupt you then. Few characters 
will bear a ſcrutiny ; and where the bad out-weighs the 
good, he'sfafeſt that's leaſt talked of. What lay you, madam ? 

[ To Charlotte. 
Char. 


& FA GE DF: a 

Char. That I hate ſcandal, though a woman; therefore 
talk ſeldom of you. h | 

Mrs. Bev. Or, with more truth, that, though a wo- 
man, ſhe loves to praiſe ; therefore talks always of you. I'll 
leave you to decide it. Exit. 

Lew. How good and amiable! I came to talk 1 in pri- 
vate with you; of matters that concern you. | 

Char. . What matters ? | 

Lew. Firſt anſwer me fincerely to what I aſk. 

Char. I will---But you alarm me. 

Lew. I am too grave, perhaps; but be aſſured of this, 
I have no news that troubles Me, and therefore ſhould not 
You. 

Char. I am afy then. Propoſe your queſtion . 

Lew. Tis now a tedious twelve-month, ſince with an 
open and kind heart, you ſaid you loved me. 

. Char. So tedious, did you ſay? 

Lew. And when in conſequence of ſuch fweet words, I 
preſſed for marriage, you gave a voluntary promiſe, that 
you would live for Me. 

Char. You think me changed then? [ Angrily. 

Lew. I did not fay ſo. A thouſand times I have preſſed 
for the performance of this promiſe ; but private cares, a 
brother's and a ſiſter's ruin, were reaſons for delaying it. 

Char. I had no other reaſons---Where will this end? 

Lew. It ſhall end. preſently, 

Char. Go on, Sir. 

Lew. A promiſe, ſuch as this, given freely, not extort- 
ed, the world thinks binding; but I think otherwiſe. 

Char. And would releaſe me from it ? | 
Lew. You are too impatient, madam. 

Char. Cool, Sir---quite cool---Pray go on. 
| Nnn | Lew. 
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Lew. Time, and a near acquaintance with my faults, may 
have brought change: if it be ſo; or, for a moment, if you 
have wiſhed this promiſe were unmade, here I acquit you 

of it. This is my queſtion then; and with ſuch plainneſs 
as I aſk it, I ſhall entreat an anſwer, Have you repented 
of this promiſe ? 

Char. Stay, Sir. The man that can ſufpef me, ſhall 
find me changed. Why am I doubted ? | 

Lew. My doubts are of myſelf. I have my faults, and. 
You have obſervation. If from my temper, my words or 
ations, you have conceived a thought againſt me, or even 
a wiſh for ſeparation, all that has pafſed is n 

Char. You ſtartle me But tell me I muſt be anſwered 
firſt, Is it from honour you ſpeak this? or do you wiſh. 
me changed ? 

Lew. Heaven knows I do not. Life and my Charlotte 
are ſo connected, that to lofe one, were loſs of both. Yet 
for a promiſe, though given in love, and meant for bind- 

ing ; if time, or accident, or reaſon ſhould change op 
with Me that promiſe has no force. 

Char. Why, now T'l anſwer you. Your doubts are pro- 
phecies---I am really changed. 

Lew. Indeed! 

Char. I could torment You now, as You have Me; but 

tis not in my nature. That I am changed I own; for 
what at firſt was inclination, is now grown reaſon in whe: 
and from that reaſon, had I the world---nay, were I poorer 
than the pooreſt, and You too wanting bread; with but a 
hovel to invite me to---I would be yours, and v. 
Lew. My kindeſt Charlotte! (Seizing her hand) Thanks 
are too poor for this, and words too weak | But if we love 
ſo, why ſhould our union be delayed? 
| Char. 
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_ Char. For happier times. The preſent are too wretched, 

Lew, I may have reaſons, that preſs it now, 

Char. What. reaſons ? 

Lew. The ſtrongeſt reaſons; unanſwerable ones. 

Char. Be quick and name them. 

Lew. No, madam; I am bound in honour to make 
conditions firſt; I am bound by inclination too. This 
{ſweet profuſion. of kind words an while it pleaſes. I 
dread he lohng you. | | 

Char. Aſtoniſhment | What mean you? 

Lew. Firſt promiſe, that to-morrow, or the next day, 

ou will be mine for ever. 

Char. I do --- though miſery ſhould ebe. 

Loew. Thus then I ſeize you a] and with you every joy on 
this fide heaven | [ Embracing her. 

Char. And thus I ſeal my promiſe. (Returning his em- 
brace.) Now, Sir, your ſecret ? 

Lew. Your fortune's loft. 

Char. My fortune loſt | --- I'll ſtudy to be 1 then. 
But was my promiſe claimed for this? How nobly generous! 
Where learnt you this fad news? 

Lew. From Bates, Stukely's prime agent. I have obliged 
him, and he's grateful. He told it me in friendſhip, to 
warn me from my Charlotte. 

Char. *Twas honeſt in him; and I'll eſteem him fort. 

Lew. He knows much more than he has told. 

Char. For Me it is enough. And for your generous 
love, I thank you from my ſoul. It you'd oblige me 
more, give me a little time. 

Lew. Why time ? It robs us of our happineſs. 

Char. I have a taſk to learn firſt. The little pride this 
fortune gave me, muſt be ſubdued. Once we were equal ; 

Nnn2 and 
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and might have met obliging and obliged. But now tis 
otherwiſe ; and for a lite of opts, I have not learnt 


to bear it. 
| Lew. Mine is that life. You are too nckle. 
2 Char. Leave me to think on't. 


| Lew. To-morrow then you'll fix my . 
Char. All that I can, I will. 
Lew. It muſt be ſo; we live but for each ather, Keep 


what you know a ſecret ; and when. we meet to-morrow, 


more may be known. F arewell. [ Exit. 
8 Char. My poor, poor ſiſter! how would this wound her 
* . But I'll conceal it, and ſpeak comfort to her. Exit. 


SCENE V. changes to @ room in the gaming-houſe. 


Enter BzveRLEvy, and STUKELY. 


1 Bev. Whither would you lead me? LAxerih. 
| Tr Stu. Where we may vent our curſes. 
Bev. Ay, on yourſelf, ' and . thoſe AY” ie 


5 that have deſtroyed me. A thouſand fiends were in 
| 8 that boſom, and all let looſe to tempt. mer had reſiſted 
elſe. 


Stu. Go on, Sir. T have deſerved 5 from you. 

Bev. And curſes everlaſting. Time is too {fs for 
them. 

Stu. What have I done? | 

Bev. What the arch-devil of old: did- ſoothed with falſe 
hopes, for certain ruin. 

Stu. Myſelf unhurt; nay, pleaſed at your deſtruction 
So your words mean. Why, tell it to the world: I am 
too poor to find a friend in t. 


+ % 
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Bev. A friend | What's he? I had a friend. | 

Stu. And have one ſtill. 

Bev. Ay; I'll tell you of this friend. He found me 
happieſt of the happy; fortune and honour crowned me; 
and love and peace lived in my heart. One ſpark of folly 
lurked there; That too he found; and by deceitful breath, 
blew it to flames that have conſu med me. This friend 
were You to Me. 

Stu. A little more perhaps The friend who gave his all 
to fave you; and not ſucceeding, choſe ruin with you. But 
no matter--I have undone you, and am a villain, 

Bev. No; I think not. The villains are within. 

Stu. What villains? 

Bev. Dawſon and the reſt--We have been dupes to 
ſharpers. 

Stu. How know you this? I have had doubts, as well 
as You yet ſtill as fortune changed, I bluſhed at my own. 
thoughts, But You have proofs, perhaps? 

Bev. Ay, damned ones. Repeated loſſes : night after. 
night, and no reverſe. Chance has no hand in this. 

Stu. I think more charitably ; yet I am peeviſh in my 
nature, and apt to. doubt. The world ſpeaks fairly of this 
Dawſon;, ſo does it of the reſt. We have watched them 
cloſely too. But tis a right uſurped by loſers, to- think the 
winners knaves. We'll have more manhood in us. 

Bev. I know not what to think. This night has ſtung 
me to the quick—blaſted my reputation too. I have bound 
my honour to theſe vipers; played meanly upon credit, till 
I tired them ; and now they ſhun me, to rifle one, another. 
What's to be done? 

Stu. Nothing. My counſels have been fatal. 

Bev. By ö I'Il not ſurvive this ſhame--Traitor.! tis 

Yow 
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| You have brought. i it on me. ( Taking hold of him.) Shew me 
the means to ſave me, or I'II comnit a murder here, and 
next upon myſelf. 

Stu. Why, do it then, and rid me of ingriitade, 

Bev. Prithee, forgive this language--I ſpeak I know not 
what. Rage and deſpair are in my heart, and hurry me to 
madneſs. My home is horror to me--I'll not return to't. 
Speak quickly; tell me, if in this wreck of fortune, one 
hope remains? Name it, and be my oracle. 

Stu. To vent your curſes on—You have beftowed them 
liberally. Take your own counſel : and ſhould a deſperate 

hope preſent itſelf, twill ſuit your deſperate fortune. I'll 

not adviſe you. | 

Bev. What hope? By heaven! I'll catch at it, however 
deſperate. I am ſo ſunk in miſery, it cannot lay me 
lower. 

Stu. You have an uncle. 

Bev. Ay. What of Him? 

Stu. Old men live long by pe; while their 
heirs ſtarve on expectation. 

Bev. What mean you ? 

Stu. That the reverſion's yours; and will bring money 
to pay debts with nay, more; it may retrieve what's paſt, 

Bev. Or leave my child a beggar. 

Stu. And what's his father? A ba one; en- 

aged for ſums, he cannot pay. That ſhould be thought of. 

Bev. It is my ſhame; the poiſon that inflames me. 


Where ſhall we go? To whom J am impatient till 
all's loft, 


8 * All may be yours again. Vour man is Bates. He 


s large funds at bas command, and will deal juſtly 


by you. 
Bev. 


Bo 
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Bev. I am reſolved Tell them, within, we'll meet them 
preſently ; and with full purſes too Come, follow me. 

Stu. No, I'll have no hand in this; nor do I counſel 
it. Uſe your diſcretion, and act from that. You'll find 
me at my lodgings. 17 * 


Bev. Succeed what will, this night I'll dare the wor /}--- 1 
'Tis loſs of fear, io be compleatly curs dd. Exit. itt 
Stu. Why, loſe it then for ever. Fear is the mind's | 1 
worſt evil; and tis a friendly office to drive it from the EE 
boſom. Thus far has fortune crowned meet Beverley is | Wl | 
rich; rich in his wife's beſt treaſure ; her honour and affec- - a 
tions. I would ſupplant him there too. But tis the curſe 
of thinking minds, to raiſe up difficulties. Fools only con- 
quer women: fearleſs of dangers which they ſee not, they | 
preſs on boldly, and by perſiſting, proſper. Yet may a tale | 
of art do much. Charlotte is ſometimes abſent. The ſeeds 
of jealouſy are ſown already : If I miſtake not, they have 
taken root too. Now is the time to ripen them, and reap 
the harveſt The ſofteſt of her ſex, if wronged in love, or 
thinking that ſhe's wronged, becomes a tygreſs in revenge. 
Fl inftantly to Beverley's-—No matter for the danger--- 
When beauty leads us on, tis indiſcretion to reflect, and 
cowardice to doubt. | [ Exit. 


SCENE VI. changes to BeverLEy's lodgings. 


Enter Mrs. BzverLEy, and Lucy. 


Mrs. Bev. Did Charlotte tell you any thing ? | —_— 
Lucy. No, madam. | | * < 1 
Mrs. Bev. She looked confuſed methought ; ſaid ſhe had | ot 
buſineſs with her Lewſon; which, when I preſſed to 
know, tears only were her anſwer, Lucy. 
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Lucy. She ſeemed i in haſte too: yet her return may bring 
you comfort. | 

Mrs. Bev. No, my kind gil; 1 was not born for't. But 
why do I diſtreſs thee? T hy ſympathizing heart bleeds for 
the ills of others. What pity that thy miſtreſs can't reward 
thee! But there's a power above, that ſees, and will re- 
member all. Prithee, ſooth me with the ſong thou ſung'ſt 
laſt night: it ſuits this change of fortune ; and there's 
a melancholy in't that pleaſes me. 

Lucy. I fear it hurts you, madam. Your W too 
draws tears from me: but I'll dry them, and obey you. 


8 O N G. 


TV hen 8 languiſb d at my feet, 
And I believd bim true, 
The moments of delight how ſweet 1 
But ah! how ſwift the 772 CT: 
De ſunny hill, the flow'ry vale, 
The garden and the grove, 
Have echo'd to his ardent tale, 
And vows of endlſs love. 


IL 

The conqueſt gain 4 be left his 2280 
He left ber to complain; 3 

To talk of joy with weeping eyes, 

And meaſure time by pain. | 

But heav'n will take the mourner's part, | 

In pity to deſpair ; 
And the laſt gh that rends the heart, 
Shall waft the ſpirit there. 


. | . Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. I thank thee, Lucy; I thank heaven too my 
iefs are none of theſe. Yet Stukely deals in hints-— 
He talks of rumours---I'll urge him to ſpeak plainly--- 
Hark ?--There's ſome one entering. 
Lucy. Perhaps my maſter, madam. Exit. 
Mrs. Bev. Let him be well too, and I am fatisfied. 


(Goes to the door, and liſtens.) No; tis another's voice; his 
had been muſic to me. Who is it, Lucy? 


SCENE VI. 


Re-enter Lucy with STUKELY. 


Lucy. Mr. Stukely, madam. Exit. 

Stu. To meet you thus alone, nfadam, was what Iwiſhed. 
Unſeaſonable viſits, when friendſhip warrants them, need 
no excuſe ; therefore I make none. 

Mrs. Bev. What mean you, Sir ? And where's your friend? 

Stu. Men may have ſecrets, madam, which their beſt 
friends are not admitted to. We parted in the morning, 
not ſoon to meet again. | 

Mrs. Bev. You mean to leave us then? To leave your 
country too? I am no ſtranger to your reaſons, and pity 
your misfortunes. | 

Stu. Your pity has undone you. Could Beverley do this? 
That letter was a falſe one ; a mean contrivance, to rob you 
of your jewels. I wrote it not. | 

Mrs. Bev. Impoſſible ! Whence came it then? 

Stu. Wronged as I am, madam, I muſt ſpeak plainly-- 

Mrs. Bev. Do ſo, and eaſe me, Your hints have troubled 
me. Reports, you fay, are ſtirring Reports of whom? 
You wiſhed me not to credit them, What, Sir, are theſe 
reports? = | 

Ooo Stu. 
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Stu. I thought them ſlander, madam ; and cautioned 
you in friendſhip ; left from officious tongues the tale had 
reached you, with double aggravation. 

Mrs. Bev. Proceed, Sir, | 

Seu. Tt is a debt due to my fame, due to an injured wife 
. both are injured. 

Mrs. Bev. How injured ? and who has injured us? 

Stu. My friend, your huſband. 

Mrs. Bev. You would reſent for both then ? But know, 
Sir, My injuries are my own, and do not need a champion. 

Feu. Be not too haſty, madam. I come not in reſent- 
ment, but for acquittance. Vou thought me poor; and 
to the feigned diſtreſſes of a friend gave up your jewels. 

Mrs. Bev. I gave them to a huſband. 

Stu. Who gave them to a— 

Mrs. Bev. What? Whom did he give them to ? 

Stu. A miſtreſs. 

Mrs. Bev. No; on my life hy did not. | 

Stu. Himſelf confeſled it, with curſes on her avarice. 

Mrs. Bev. T'll not believe it. He has no miſtreſs---or if 
he has, why is it told to Me ? 

Stu. To guard you againſt inſults. He told me, that to 
move you to compliance, he forged that letter, preten 
E was ruined ; ruined by Him too. The fraud ſucceeded ; 
and what a truſting wife beſtowed in Pity, was laviſhed on 
a wanton. 

Mrs. Bev. Then I am loft indeed and my afflictions 
are too powerful for me. His follies I have —.— without 
upbraiding, and ſaw the approach of poverty without a 


tear. My affections, my ſtrong affections ſupported me 
through every trial. 


Stu. Be patient, madam. 
| Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. Patient! The barbarous man! And does he 
think my tenderneſs of heart is his ſecurity for wounding 
it ? But he ſhall find that injuries ſuch as theſe, can arm 
my weakneſs for vengeance and redreſs. | 


Stu. Ha! then I may ſucceed. (Aſide.) Redreſs is in ; 
your power. _ 

Mrs. Bev. What redreſs ? 

Stu. Forgive me, madam, if in my zeal to ſerve you, I 
hazard your diſpleaſure. Think of your wretched ſtate. 
Already want ſurrounds you. Is it in patience to bear 
That? To ſee your helpleſs little one robbed of his birth- 
right? A ſiſter too, with unavailing tears, lamenting her 
loſt fortune? No comfort left you, but ineffectual pity 
from the Few, out-weighed by inſults from the Many ? 

Mrs. Bev. Am I fo loſt a creature? Well, Sir, my re- 
dreſs ? | 

Stu. To be reſolved is to ſecure it. The marriage vow, 
once violated, is in the ſight of heaven diffolved--Start not, 
but hear me! Tis now the ſummer of your youth; time 
has not cropt the roſes from your cheek, though ſorrow long 
has waſhed them. Then uſe your beauty wiſely ; and, 
freed by injuries, fly from the cruelleſt of men, for ſhelter 
with the kindeſt. 

Mrs. Bev. And who is He? 

Stu. A friend to the unfortunate ; a bold one too; who 
while the ſtorm is burſting on your brow, and lightening 
flaſhing from your eyes, dares tell you that he loves 

ou. 28 
5 Mrs. Bev. Would that theſe eyes had heaven's own 
lightening ! that with a look, thus I might blaſt thee! Am 
I then fallen ſo low? Has poverty ſo humbled me, that I 
ſhould liſten to a helliſh offer, and fell my foul for bread ? 
3 O O0 O 2 O villain! 


Ee” 
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O villain ! villain !--But now I know thee, and thank thee 
for the knowledge. 

Stu. If you are wiſe, you ſhall have cauſe to thank me. 

Mrs. Bev. An injured huſband too ſhall thank thee. 

Stu. Yet know, proud woman, I have a heart as ſtubborn 
as your own; as haughty and imperious: and as it loves, 
ſo can it hate. | | 

Mrs. Bev. Mean, deſpicable villain ] I ſcorn thee, and 
thy threats. Was it for this that Beverley was falſe ? That 
his too credulous wife ſhould in deſpair and vengeance 
give up her honour to a wretch ? But he ſhall know it, and 
vengeance ſhall be his. 

Stu. Why ſend him for defiance then. Tell him I 
love his wife; but that a worthleſs huſband forbids our 
union. I'Il make a widow of you, and court you honour- 

ably. 

Mrs Bev. O, coward! coward | thy ſoul will ſhrink at 
him. Yet in the thought of what may happen, I feel a 
er fears. Keep thy own ſecret, and begone. Who's 
there? 


SC E N E VII. 
Enter Lucy. 


Your abſence, Sir, would pleaſe me. | 
Stu. IIl not offend you, madam. [ Exit with Lucy. 
Mrs. Bev. Why opens not the earth to ſwallow ſuch a 
monſter ? Be conſcience then his puniſher, till heaven in 
mercy gives him penitence, or dooms him in its juſtice. 


8 GENE 
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SCENE IX. 


Re-enter Lucy, 


Come to my chamber, Lucy; I have a tale to tell thee, 
ſhall make thee weep for thy poor miſtreſs. 


Yet heav'n the guiltleſs ſufferer regards, 
And whom it moſt affiifts, it moſt rewards. 


[ Exeunt- 


ACT 
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C T IV. 


SCENE, BBVERAIEV's lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. BEVERLEZVY, CHARLOTTE, and LEwsON. 


CHARLOTTE. 
HE ſmooth-tongued hypocrite | 

Lew. But we have found him, and will re- 
quite him. Be chearful, madam ; (To Mrs. Beverley) and 
for the inſults of this ruſſian, you ſhall have ample retri- 
bution. 
Mrs. Bev. But hot by violence-Remember you have 
ſworn it: I had been filent elſe. 
Lew. You need not doubt me; I ſhall be cool as pa- 
tience. : 
Mes. Bev. See him to-morrow then. 

Lew. And why not now? By heaven, the verieſt worm 
that crawls is made of braver ſpirit than this Stukely. Yet 
for my promiſe, I'Il deal gently with him. I mean to 

watch his looks : from thoſe, and from his anſwers to m 
charge, much may be learnt. Next I'll to Bates, and fift 
him to the bottom. If I fail there, the gang is numerous, 
and for a bribe will each betray the other. Good night ; 

F'll loſe no time. [ Exit. 
Mes. Bev. Theſe boiſterous ſpirits! how they wound 
me! But reaſoning is in vain. Come, Charlotte ; we'll 
to our uſual watch; The night grows late. Ne 

ar. 
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Char. I am fearful of events; yet pleaſed---To-morrow 
may relieve us. [| Gomg. 
SCENE I. 
Enter JARVIS. 


Char. How now, good Jarvis ? | 

Far. I have heard l news, madam. 

Mrs. Bev. What news? Speak quickly. 

Jar. Men are not what they ſeem. I fear me, Mr. Stukely 
is diſhoneſt. 


_ Char. We know it, Jarvis. But what's your news? 

Jar. That there's an action againſt my maſter, at his 
friend's ſuit. 

Mrs. Bev. O, villain villain! *twas this he threatened 
then. Run to that den of robbers, Wilſon's--Your maſter 
may be there. Entreat him home, good Jarvis. Say I 
have buſineſs with him--But tell him not of Stukely--It 
may . him to revenge--Haſte | haſte! good Jarvis, 

Exit Jarvis. 

Char. This miniſter of hell! O, I could tear him piece- 
meal | 

Mrs. Bev. I am fick of ſuch a world.” Yet heaven is 
juſt; and in.its own good time, will hurl deſtruction on 
ſuch monſters. | * 


|} 


SCEN-E HI. W 40 STUXELY's n 


Enter STUKELY, and BATES, meeting. 


Bates. Where have you been? 
Siu. Fooling my time away: playing my tricks, like a 
tame monkey, to entertain a woman--No matter where-- 
I have 
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I have been vext and diſappointed. Tell me of Beverley. 


How bore he his laſt ſhock ? 
Bates. Like one (ſo Dawſon ſays) whoſe ſenſes had been 


numbed by miſe When all was loſt, he fixed his 
eyes upon the ground, and ſtood ſome time, with folded 
arms, ſtupid and motionleſs. Then ſnatching his ſword, 
that hung againſt the wainſcot, he fat him down; and with 


a look of fixt attention, drew figures on the floor. At laſt 


he ſtarted up, looked wild, and trembled ; and like a wo- 
man, ſeized with her ſex's fits laughed out aloud, while 
the tears trickled down his face---ſo left the room. 

Stu. Why, this was madneſs. 


Bates. The madneſs of deſpair. 
Stu. We muſt (confine him then. A priſon would do 


well. ( knocking at the door.) Hark! that knocking may 
be his. Go that way down. (Exit Bates.) Who's there? 
S G E N E IV. 


Enter LEWSON. 


Lew. An enemy. An open and avowed one. 
Stu. Why am I thus broke in upon? This houſe is 
mine, Sir; and ſhould protect me from inſult and ill- 


Lew. Guilt has no place of ſanctuary; wherever found, 
tis virtue's lawful game. The fox's hold, and tyger's den, 
are no ſecurity againſt the hunter. 

Stu. Vour buſineſs, Sir? N ; 

Lew. To tell you that I know you. Why this confu- 
fion ? That look of guilt and terror ? Is Beverley awake ? 


Or has his wife told tales ? The man that dares like You, 
HA ſhould 
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ſhould have a ſoul to juſtify his deeds, and courage to con- 


front accuſers. Not with a | coward! s fear to ſhrink beneath | 


reproof. 

Stu. Who waits ches! bn ¶ Abud and in confi 

Lew. By heaven, he dies that interrupts us. (Shutting the 
door.) You ſhould have weighed your ſtrength, Sir; gd 
then, inſtead of climbing to high fortune, the w orldhad 
marked you for what you are, a little paultry villain. 

Stu. You think I fear you. 

Lew. I know you fear me. This is to prove it. (Pulli 
im by the ſleeve.) You wanted privacy | A lady's preſence 
took up your attention! Now we are alone, Sir.---Why, 
what a wretch! (Flings him from him.) The vileſt inſect in 
creation will turn when trampled on ; yet has this Thing 
_ undone a man---by cunning and mean arts undone him. 
But we have found you, Sir; traced you through all your 
labyrinths. If you would ſave yourlelf, fall to confeſſion : ; 
no mercy will be ſhewn elſe. 

Stu. Firſt prove me what you think me. Till then, your 
threatenings are in vain. And for this infult, vengeance 
may yet be mine. 

Lew. Infamous coward | Why, take it now then --- 
(Draws, and Stukely retires.) Alas! I pity thee. Yet that 
a wretch like this ſhould overcome a Beverley! it fills me 
with aſtoniſhment! A wretch, ſo mean of ſoul, that even 
deſperation cannot animate him to look upon an enemy, 
You ſhould not thus have ſoared, Sir, unleſs, like others 
of your black profeſſion, you had a ſword to keep the fools 
in awe, your villiny has ruined. 

Stu. Villainy | *T'were beſt to curb this licence of your 
tongue; for know, Sir, while there are laws, this outrage 
on my reputation will not be borne with. 

Ppp Lew, 
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Lew. Laws! Dar'ſt Thou ſeek ſhelter from the laws ? 
| thoſe laws, which thou and thy infernal crew live in the 
conſtant violation of? Talk'ft thou of reputation too? 
when under friendſhip's ſacred name, thou haſt betrayed, 
robbed, and deſtroyed ? 

Stu. Ay, rail at gaming; tis a rich topic, and affords 
noble declamation. Go, preach againſt it in the cit 
you'll find a congregation in every tavern, If they ſhould 
laugh at you, fly to my lord, and ſermonize it there: he'll 
thank you and reform. 

Lew. And will example ſanctify a vice? No, . 

the cuſtom of my lord, or of the Cit that apes him, cannot 
excuſe a breach "of law, or make the gameſter's calling 
reputable. 
Stu. Rail on, I ſay. But is this zeal for beggared Bever- 
ley? Is it for Him that I am treated thus? No; He and 
His might all have groaned in - priſon, had but the ſiſter's 
fortune eſcaped the wreck, to have rewarded the diſin- 
tereſted love of honeſt Mr. Leveſon. 

Lew. How I deteſt thee for the thought ! But thou art 
loſt to every human feeling. Yet let me tell thee, and 
may it wring thy heart] that though my friend is ruined 
by thy ſnares, thou haſt unknowingly been kind to Me. 

Seu. Have I ? It was indeed unknowingly. 

Lew. Thou haſt aſſiſted me in love; given me the merit 
that I wanted; ſince but for Thee, my Charlotte had not 
known 'twas her dear ſelf I ighed for, and not her fortune. 

Stu. Thank me, and take 55 then. 

Lew. And as a brother to poor Beverley, I will purſue 
the robber that has ſeized him, and ſnatch him from his 


gripe. 
Stu. Then know, imprudent man, he is within my gripe ; Pe 5 
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and ſhould my friendſhip for him be ſlandered once again 
the hand that has — him, ſhall fall and cruſh him. 
Lew. Why, now there's ſpirit in thee | This is indeed to 
be a villain! But I ſball reach thee yet. Fly where thou 
wilt, my vengeance ſhall purſue thee --- and Beverley ſhall 
yet be faved, be faved from thee, thou monſter ; nor owe 
his reſcue to his wife's diſnonour. [ Exit. 
Stu. (Pauſing) Then ruin has encloſed me. Curſe on my 
coward heart | I would be bravely villainous ; but tis my 
nature to ſhrink at dariger, and he has found me. Yet fear 
brings caution, and That ſecurity, More miſchief muſt be 


done, to hide the paſt. Look to yourſelf, officious Lewſon-- 
there may be danger ftirring-—How now, Bates ? | 


+8*C:B'N EB: V. 
Enter BaTts. 


Bates. What is the matter? Twas Lewſon, and not 
Beverley, that left you. I heard him loud : you ſeem 
alarmed too. | 

Stu. Ay, and with reaſon. We are diſcovered. 

Bates, I feared as much, and therefore cautioned you; 
but You were peremptory. 

Stu. Thus fools talk ever; ſpending their idle breath 
on what is paſt ; and trembling at the future. We muſt be 
active. Beverley, at worſt, is but ſuſpicious; but Lewſon's 
genius, and his hate to Me, wall lay all open. Means muſt 
be found to ſtop him. 


Bates. What means ? 
Stu. Diſpatch him---Nay, ſtart not---Deſperate 3 
call for deſperate deeds. We live but by his death. 


Bates. You cannot mean it? 


Ppp2. _— 
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Stu. I do, by heaven. 
Bates. Good night then. 3 [ Going. 
Stu. Stay. I muſt be heard, then anſwered. Perhaps 


the motion was too ſudden; 1 human nature ſtarts at 


murder, though ſtrong neceſſity compels it. I have thought 
long of this; and my firſt feelings were like yours; a 
fooliſh conſcience awed me, which ſoon I conquered. The 
man that would undo me, nature cries out, undo. Brutes 
know their foes by inſtinct; and where ſuperior force is 
given, they uſe it for deſtruction. Shall man do leſs? 
Lewſon purſues us to our ruin; and ſhall we, with the 
means to cruſh him, fly from dur hunter, or turn and tear 
him? Tis folly even to heſitate. 

Bates. He has obliged me, and I dare not. 

Stu. Why, live to ſhame then, to beggary and puniſh- 
ment. You would be privy to the deed, yet want the ſoul 
to act it, Nay more; had my deſigns been levelled at his 
fortune, you had ſtept in the E And what is life 
without its comforts? Thoſe you would rob him of; and 
by a lingering death, add cruelty to murder. Henbeforch 
Alen to half adde villains Sthere's danger in them. What 
you have got is your's ; keep it, and hide with it: I'll deal 
my future bounty to thoſe ho merit it. 

Bates. What's the reward? 

Stu. Equal diviſion of our gains. I ſwear it, and willbe juſt. 

Bates. Think of the means then. 

Stu. He's gone to Beverley's--Wait for him in the ſtreet- 

tis a dark night, and fit for miſchief A dagger would 
be uſeful. 
Bates. He ſleeps no more. | 
Stu. Confider the reward! When the deed's done, I 
have farther buſineſs with you. Send Dawſon to me. 
| Yu Bates. 
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Bates. Think it already done--and ſo farewel. [ Exit. 
Stu. Why, farewel Lewſon then; and farewel to my 


fears. This night ſecures me. I'll wait the event within. 
| [ Exit. 


SCENE VI. changes to the fireet. Stage darkened, 


Enter BEVERLEY. 


Bev. How like an out-caſt do I wander! Loaded with 
every curſe, that drives the ſoul to deſperation ! The mid- 
night robber, as he walks his rounds, ſees by the glimmer- 
ing lamp my frantic looks, and dreads to meet me. Whi- 
ther am I going ? My home lies there; all that is dear on 
earth it holds too ; yet are the gates of death more welcome 
to me. T'll enter it no more Who paſſes there? Tis Lew- 
ſon. He meets me in a gloomy hour; and memory tells 
me, he has been meddling with my fame. 


SCENE VI. 


Enter LEWS ON. 


Lew. Beverley Well met. I have been buſy in your 
affairs. 3 


Bev. So I have heard, Sir; and now muſt thank you 


EE. 1 

Lew. To- morrow I may deſerve your thanks. Late as 
it is, I go to Bates. Diſcoveries are making that an arch 
_ villain trembles at. . 

Bev. Diſcoveries are made, Sir, that Vou ſhall tremble 
at. Where is this boaſted ſpirit? this high demeanour, 
that was to call me to account? You ſay I have wronged 
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my ſiſter Now ſay as much. But firſt be ready for de- 
fence, as I am for reſentment. [ Draws. 
Le. What mean you? I underſtand you not. 

Bev. The coward's ſtale acquittance. Who, when he 
ſpreads foul calumny abroad, and dreads juſt vengeance on 
him, cries out, what mean you, I underſtand you not. 

Lew. Coward, and calumny! Whence are theſe words? 
But I forgive, and pity you. 

Bev. Your pity had been kinder to my fame. But you 
have traduced it; told a vile ſtory to the public ear, that 


have wronged my faſter. 
Lew. Tis falſe. Shew me the man that dares accuſe 
me. 


Bev. I thought you brave, and of a ſoul ſuperior to low 
malice ; but I have found you, and will have vengeance. 
This is no place for argument. 

Lew. Nor ſhall it be for violence. Imprudent man | 
who in revenge for fancied injuries, would pierce the heart 
that loves him | But honeſt friendſhip acts from itſelf, un- 
moved by ſlander, or ingratitude. The life you thirſt for, 
ſhall be employed to ſerve you. 

Bev. Tis thus you would ad then! Firſt do a 

_ wrong beyond forgiveneſs; and to redreſs it, load me with 
kindneſs unſolicited. I'll not receive it. Your zeal is trou- 
bleſome. 

Lew, No matter. It ſhall be uſeful, 

Bev. It will not be accepted. 

Lew. It muſt. You know me not, 

Bev. Yes; for the ſlanderer of my fame: who under 
ſhew of friendſhip , arraigns me of injuſtice ; buzzing in 
every ear foul nh of truſt, and family diſhonour. 

Lew. Have I done this ? Who told you ſo? 


Bev. 
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Bev. The world. Tis talked of every where. It pleaſed 
you to add threats too: you were to call me to account. 
---Why, do it now then; I ſhall be proud of ſuch an 
arbiter. | | | 

Lew. Put up your ſword, and know me better. I ne- 
ver injured you. The baſe ſuggeſtion comes from Stukely : 
L ſee him and his aims. 


Bev. What aims? T'Il not conceal it; tas Stukely that 
accuſed you. | 

Lew. To rid him of an enemy : perhaps of two. He 
fears diſcovery, and frames a tale of falſehood, to ground 
revenge and murder on. 

Bev. I muſt have proof of this. 

Lew. Wait till to-morrow then. 

Bev. I will. 

Lew. Good night. I go to ſerve you. Forget what's 
paſt, as I do; and chear your family with ſmiles. To- 
morrow may confirm them, and make all happy. [ Exit. 

Bev. (Pauſing) How vile, and how abſurd is man! His 
boaſted honour is but another name for pride; which eaſier 
bears the conſciouſneſs of guilt, than the world's juſt re- 
proofs. But tis the faſhion of the times; and in defence 
of falſehood and falſe honour, men die martyrs. I knew 
not that my nature was fo bad. [ Strands muſing. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter BaTEs, and JaRvIs. 


Far. This way the noiſe was --- and yonder's my poor: 
maſter. | | 
Bates. J heard him at high words with Lewſon. The: 


cauſe I know not. 


Jar. 
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Far. I heard him too. Misfortunes vex him. 
Bates. Go to him, and lead him home - But he comes 
this way I'll not be ſeen by him. [ Exit. 
Bev. (Starting.) What fellow's that? (& (Seeing Jarvis.) 
Art thou a murderer, friend? Come, lead the way; I have 
a hand as miſchievous as thine; a heart as deſperate too 
--- Jarvis | --- To bed, old man, the cold will chill thee. 
Jar. Why are you wandering at this late hour ?----Your 
hho drawn too |----For heav'n's lake ſheath it, Sir; the 


_ - fight diſtracts Me. 


* Whoſe voice was that? % _ 7/7 

Far. * I'was mine, Sir. Let me intreat you to give the 
{word to me. 

Bev. Ay, take it; DES? Ka take it—-Perhaps I am not ſo 
curſt, but heav'n may have ſent thee at this moment to 
Watch me from perdition. | 

Far. Then I am bleſt. 

Bev. Continue fo, and leave me. My ſorrows are conta- 
gious. No one is bleſt that's near me. 

Jar. I came to ſeek you, Sir. 5 * 

Bev. And now thou haſt found me, leave me. My 
thoughts are wild, and will not be diſturbed. 

Jar. Such thoug hts are be. diſturbed 

Bev. I tell thee e the” will not. Who ſent thee hither ? 

Far. My weeping miſtreſs. ; 

Bev. Am I ſo meek a huſband then? that a commanding 
wife preſcribes my hours, and ſends to chide me for my wa 
ſence? Tell her, I'll not return. 

Jar. Thoſe aids would kill her. | 

Bev. Kill her | Would they not be kind then ? But ſhe 
| ſhall live to curſe me have deſerved it of her, Does 
ſhe not hate me, Jarvis ? | 

Jar. 
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Far. Alas, Sir | Forget your griefs, and let me lead 
you to her. The ſtreets are dangerous. | 

Bev. Be wiſe, and leave me then. The night's black 
horrors are ſuited to my thoughts. - Theſe ſtones ſhall be 
my reſting-place. (Lies down.) Here ſhall my ſoul brood 
o'er its miſeries ; till with the fiends of hell, and guilty of 
the earth, I ſtart and tremble at the morning's light. 
Jar. For pity's ſake, Sir! Upon my knees I beg you 
to. quit this place, and theſe ſad thoughts. Let patience, 
not deſpair, poſſeſs you. Riſe, I beſeech you. There's not 
a moment 7 90 abſence, that my poor miſtreſs does not 
groan for. | 1 
Bev. Have I undone her, and is ſhe ſtill fo kind? (Starting 
up) It is too much - My brain can't hold it O, Jarvis! 
Jarvis! how deſperate is that wretch's ſtate, which only 
death or madneſs can relieve | | 

Jar. Appeaſe his mind, good heaven | and give him re- 
ſignation! Alas, Sir, could beings in the other world per- 
ceive the events of this, how would your parents' bleſſed 
ſpirits grieve for you, even in heaven] Let me conjure you 
by Their honoured memories; by the ſweet innocence of your 
yet helpleſs child, and by the ceaſeleſs ſorrows of my poor 
miſtreſs, to rouze your manhood, and ſtruggle with theſe 
griefs. | 
1 Bev. Thou virtuous, good old man ! thy tears and thy 
entreaties have reached my heart, through all its miſeries. 
O! had I liſtened to Thy honeſt warnings, no earthly bleſ- 
ſing had been wanting to me ! I was ſo happy, that even 
a wiſh for more than I poſſeſſed, was arrogant preſumption. 
But I have warred againſt the power that bleſt me, and 
now am ſentenced to the hell I merit. | 

Far. Be but reſigned, Sir, and happineſs may yet be yours. 


Qqq Bev. 
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Bev. Prithee be honeſt, and do not flatter miſery, 

Far. I do not, Sir-— Hark! I hear voices Come this 
way ; we may reach home un-noticed. 

Bev. Well, lead me then----Un-noticed did R thou ſay ? 
Alas! I dread no looks, but of thoſe wretches I have made 
at home. ¶Exeunt. 


8 CEN E IX. changes to 8 TUR EIL vs. 


Enter STUKELY, and DawSON. 


Stu. Come hither, Dawſon. My limbs are on the rack, and 
my ſoul ſhivers in me, till this night's buſineſs be complete. 
Tell me thy thoughts: is Bates determined? or does he waver ? 

Daw. At farſt he ſeemed irreſolute; wiſhed the employ- 
ment had been mine ; and muttered curies on his coward - 
hand, that trembled at the deed. 

Stu. And did he leave you ſo ? 

Daw. No. We walked together ; and ſheltered by the 
darkneſs, ſaw Beverley and Lewſon in warm debate. But 
ſoon they cooled; and then J left them, to haſten hither ; 
but not till 'twas reſolved Lewſon ſhould die. 

Stu. Thy words have given me life. That quarrel too 
was fortunate ; for if my hopes deceive me not, it promiſes 
a grave to Bever ley. 

Daw. You miſconceive me. Lewſon and he were friends. 

Stu. But My prolific brain ſhall make them enemies. If 
Lewſon falls, he falls by Beverley: an upright jury ſhall 
decree it. Aſk me no queſtions, but do as I direct. This 
writ (Takes out 4 pocket book) for ſome days paſt, I have 
treaſured here, till a convenient time called for its uſe. That 
time is come. Take it, and give it to an officer. It muſt 

be ſerved this inſtant. 4 Gives a paper. 


Dau. 
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Daw. On Beverley ? 

Stu. Look at it. Tis for the ſums that I have lent him. 

Daw. Muſt he to priſon then? 

Stu. I aſked obedience; not replies. This al a Jail 
muſt be his lodging. Tis probable he's not gone home yet. 
Wait at his door, and ſee it executed. 

Daw. Upon a beggar ? He has no means of payment. 

Stu. Dull and infenfible ! If Lewſon dies, who was it 
killed him ? Why, he that was ſeen quarrelling with him ; 
and I that knew of Beverley's intents, arreſted him in friend- 
ſhip---A little late, perhaps ; but twas a virtuous act, and 
men will thank me for it. Now, Sir, you underſtand me ? 

Daw. Moſt perfectly; and will about it. 

Stu. Haſte then; and when 'tis done, come back and 
tell me. | 
Daw. Till then farewell. Exit. 
Stu. Now tell thy tale, fond wife! And, Lewſon, if 


again thou can't inſult me, I'll kneel and own-thee for my 
maſter. 


Mot ar rice now, but vengeance fires my breaſt, 


And one ſhort hour muſt make me curſt, or bleſs. 
| Exit. 


Qa 42 1 


A C T V. 


SC ENE I. Enter SromLy, Barzs, and Dawsox. 
B A. T. Z 8: | 


OOR Lewſon ! But I told you enough laſt night. The 

thoughts of him are horrible to me. | 

Stu. In the ſtreet, did you ſay? And no one near him? 

Bates. By his own door; he was leading me to his houſe, 

I pretended buſineſs with him, and ſtabbed him to the 
heart, while he was reaching at the bell. | | 

Stu. And did he fall fo ſuddenly? 
Bates. The repetition pleaſes you, I ſee. I told you, he 


fell without a groan. 


Stu. What heard you of him this morning by 

Bates. That the watch found him in their rounds, and 
alarmed the ſervants. I mingled with the crowd juſt now, 
and ſaw him dead in his own houſe. The fight terri- 
fied me. 
Stu. Away with terrors, till his ghoſt riſe and accule us. 
We have no living enemy to fear —unleſs tis Beverley; and 
him we have lodged ſafe in priſon. 

Bates. Muſt He be murdered too ? 
3 ; I have a ſcheme to make the law his mur- 
derer. At what hour did Lewſon fall? 
Bates. The clock ſtruck twelve, juſt as I turned to 3 
him. ils "Twas a melancholy bell, 1 thought, tolling for his 
deat 
Stu. The time was lucky for us. Beverley was arreſted 
at t cne, you 8 | [To Dawſon. 

: | Daw. 
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Daw. Exactly. | | 
Stu. Good. We'll talk of this preſently. The women 
were with him, I think ? : | 

Daw. And old Jarvis. I would have told you of them 
laſt night, but your thoughts were too buſy. Tis well you 
have a heart of ſtone, the tale would melt it elſe. 

Stu. Out with it then.“ | 

Daw. I traced him to his alin: and pretending 
pity for his misfortunes, kept the door open, while the 
officers ſeized him. Twas a damned deed---but no matter 
— I followed my inſtructions, 

Stu. And what ſaid- he? | 

Daw. He upbraided me with treachery, called You a 
_ villain, „ the ſums you had lent him, and 
ſubmitted to his fortune. 

Stu. And the women--- 

Daw. For a few minutes ani kept them ſilent. 
They looked wildly at one another, while the tears 
ſtreamed down their cheeks. But rage and fury ſoon 
gave them words; and then, in the very bitterneſs of 
deſpair, they curſed me, and the monſter that had em- 
ployed me. 

Stu. And you bore it with philoſophy ? 

Daw. Till the ſcene changed, and then I melted. 
ordered the officers to take away their priſoner. The wo- 
men ſhrieked, and would have followed him; but We 
forbad them. Twas then they fell upon their knees, the 
wife fainting, the fiſter raving, and both, with all the elo- 
quence of miſery, endeavouring to ſoften us. I never felt 
compaſſion till that moment; and had the officers been 
moved like Me, we had left the bo undone, and fled 
with curſes on ourſelves. But their hearts were ſteeled by 


cuſtom > 
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cuſtom: the tears of beauty, and the pangs of affection, 


were beneath their pity. They tore him from their arms, 
and lodged him in priſon, with only Jarvis to e 


mim. 


Stu. There let him lie, till we have farther buſineſs - 
with him. And for You, Sir, let me hear no more of 
your compaſſion. A fellow nurſed in villainy, and employed 
from childhood in the buſineſs of hell, ſhould have no 
dealings with compaſſion. 

Daw. Say you fo, Sir? You ſhould have named the 
devil that tempted me. 

Stu. Tis falſe. I found you a villain ; * em- 
ployed you--But no more of this We have embarked too 
far in miſchief to recede. Lewſon is dead; and we are 
all principals in his murder. Think of that. There's 
time enough for pity, when ourſelves are out of danger. 
Beverley ſtill lives, though in a jail, His ruin will fit 
heavy on him; and diſcoveries may be made to undo us 
all. Something muſt be done, and ſpeedily. You ſaw him 
quarrelling with Lewſon in the ftreet laſt night? [To Bates. 

Bates. I did; his ſteward, Jarvis, ſaw him too. 

Seu. And ſhall atteſt it. Here' s matter to work upon. 
An unwilling evidence carries weight with him. Some- 
thing of my deſign I have hinted t'you before. Bever- 
ley muſt be the author of this murder ; and We the 
parties to convict him. But how to proceed, will require 
time and thought-- Come along with Me; the room within 
as fatter for privacy. But no compaſſion, . Dawſon) 
Me want leiſure for't---This way. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. changes to BeverLey's lodgings. 
Enter Mrs. BeverLey, and CHARLOT TE. 


Mrs. Bev. No news of Lewſon yet? | | 
Char. None. He went out _ and knows not what 
has happened. 

| Mrs. Bev. The clock ftrikes eight--T'll wait no longer. 

Char. Stay but till Jarvis comes, He has ſent ewice to 
ſtop us till we ſee him. 

Mrs. Bev. I have no life in this ſeparation, O! what a 
night was laſt night ! I would not paſs another ſuch, to pur- 
chaſe worlds by it. My poor Beverley too! What muſt He have 
felt . The very thought diſtracts me] To have him torn. 
at midnight from me ! A loathſome priſon his habitation |! 
A cold damp room his lodging | The bleak winds, perhaps, 
blowing upon his pillow | No fond wite to lull him to his 
reſt ] and no reflections but to wound and tear him !---'Tis- 
too horrible! I wanted love for him, or they had not forced 
him from me. They ſhould have parted ſoul and body firſt. 
I was too tame, 

Char. You muſt not talk fo. All that we could we did; 
and Jarvis did the reſt. The faithful creature will give 
him comfort. Why does he delay coming? 

Mrs. Bev. And there's another fear. His poor maſter 
may be claiming the laſt kind office from him---His heart 
perhaps is breaking. 

Char. See where he comes [..-His. looks are chearful too. 


SCENE 


N. 
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SCENE III. 
Enter JaRvIs. 


Mrs. Bev. Are tears then chearful ? Alas, he weeps | Speak 
to him Charlotte : I have no tongue to aſk him queſtions. 

Char. How does your maſter, Jarvis ? 

ar, I am old and fooliſh, madam ; and tears will come 
before my words---But don't You weep. (To Mrs. Beverley.) 
I have a tale of joy for you. 

Mrs. Bev. What tale? Say but he's well, and I have joy 
enough. 

Jar. His mind too ſhall be well ;, all ſhall be well-- -I 
| have news for him that ſhall make his poor heart bound 
again [---Fie upon old age | how childiſh it makes me | I have 
a tale of joy for you, and my tears drown it. 

Char. Shed them in ſhowers then, and make haſte to - 
tell it. 

Mrs. Bev. What is it, Jarvis? 

. Far. Yet why ſhould 1 rejoice when a qu6d. 1 man dies ? 

Your uncle, madam, died yeſterday. 

Mrs. Bev. My uncle O heavens | 

Char. How heard you of his death ? 

Jar. His ſteward came expreſs, madam : I met him in 
the ſtreet, enquiring for your lodgings. I ſhould not rejoice, 
perhaps; but he was old, and my poor maſter a priſoner--- 
Now he ſhall live again—-O, tis a brave fortune | and twas 
death to me to ſee him a priſoner. : 

Char, Where left you the ſteward ? 

Far. I would not bring him hither, to be a witneſs of 
your diſtreſſes and beſides, I wanted once before I die, to 
be the meſſenger of joy t'you. My good maſter will be a 


man again. | Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. Haſte, haſte then ; and let us fly to en —— 
We are delaying our own happineſs. | 

Jar. I had forgot a coach, madam ; and Lucy has or- *% 
dered one. 

Mrs. Bev. Where was the need of that ? The news has 
given me wings. 

Char. J have no joy, till my poor brother ſhares it with 
me. How did he paſs the night, Jarvis? 

Far. Why now, madam, I can tell you. Like a man 
dreaming of death and horrors. When they led him to his 
cell---for *twas a poor apartment for my maſter --- he flung 
himſelf upon a wretched bed, and lay ſpeechleſs till day- 
break. A ſigh now and then; and a few tears that followed 
thoſe ſighs, were all that told me he was alive. I ſpoke to 
him, but he would not hear me; and when I perſiſted, he 
raiſed his hand at me, and knit his brow ſo I thought 
he would have ſtruck me. | 

Mrs. Bev. O miſerable ! But what ſaid he, Jarvis? Or 
was he filent all night ? | 

Far. At day-break he ſtarted from hit bed, and "TY 
ing wildly at me, aſked who I was. I told kink, and bid 
him be of comfort Begone, old wretch, ſays he---I have 
ſworn never to know comfort---My wife! my child | my 
ſiſter | I have undone them all, and will know no comfort 
— Then letting go his hold, and falling upon his knees, 
he imprecated curſes on himſelf, 

Mrs. Bev. This is too horrible E hut you did not leave 
ke of: ; 

| Char. No, I am fure he did not. 

Far. I had not the heart, madam. By degrees I brought 

' him to himſelf, A ſhower of tears came to his relief ; and 
then he called me * kindeſt friend, and begged forgiveneſs 
Woes. of 
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of me like a child - I was a child too, when he begged 
forgiveneſs of me; my heart throbbed ſo, I could not — 
to him; He turned from me for a minute or two, and 
ſuppreſling a few bitter ſighs, enquired after his wretched 
family --- Wretched was his word, madam — Aſked how 
you bore the miſery of laſt night If you had goodneſs 
enough to ſee him in prifon --- And 45 begged me to 
haſten to you. I told him he muſt be more himſelf firſt 
He promiſed me he would; and, bating a few ſullen in- 
tervals, he became compoſed and caly. And then I left 
him; but not without an attendant ; a ſervant in the pri- 
ſon, whom I hired to wait upon Hint 'Tis an hour ſince 
we parted : I was prevented in my haſte, to be the meſſen- 
ger of joy t'you. | 

Mrs. Bev. What a tale is this? - But we have ſtaid too 
long A coach is needleſs. 

Char. Hark ! I hear one at the door. 

Far. And Lucy comes to tell us We'll away this mo- 
ment 


Mrs. Bev. To comfort him, or die with him. | Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. changes to STUKELY's lodgings. 
Enter STUKELY, Bar ks, and DawsoNn, 


Stu. Here's preſumptive evidence at leaſt : or if we want 
more, why, we muſt ſwear more. But all unwillingly : 
we gain credit by reluctance. I have told you bow to pro- 
ceed. Beverley muſt die. We hunt him in view now, 
and muſt not Macken in the hee. 'Tia:either deut for 
Him, or ſhame and puniſhment for Us. Think of that, 
and remember your inſtructions. You, Bates, muſt to the 


priſon immediately: I would be there but a few minutes 
| before 
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before you. And you, Dawſon, muſt follow in a few mi- 
nutes after. So — we divide But anſwer me; are 3 271 
reſolved upon this buſineſs like men? 

Bates. Like villains rather But you may depend upon 
us. 

Sou. Like what: ue are: thein—You make no anſwer, 
Dawſon--Compaſiion, I ſuppoſe, has ſeized you. 

Daw, No; I have diſclaimed it. My anſwer is Bates's-- 
© You may depend upon me. 

Stu. Conſider the reward | Riches and ſecurity | I have 
ſworn to divide with you to the laſt ſhilling. So here we 
ſeparate, till we meet in priſon. Remember your inſtruc- 
tions, and be men. [ Exeunt. 


8 C E NE V. changes to a priſon. 


BrvaRLEY is d; iſcovered fitting. After a ſhort pauſe, 
he ſtarts up, and comes forward. 


Bev. Why, there's an end then. I have judged deli- 
berately, and the reſult is death. How the felf-murderer's | 
account may ſtand, I know not. But this I know; the 
load of hateful life oppreſſes me too much. The horrors 
of my ſoul are more than I can bear--(Offers to kneel) Fa- 
ther of mercy |---I cannot pray--Deſpair has laid his iron hand 
upon me, and ſealed me for perdition—Conſcience! con- 
ſcience ! thy clamours are too-loud--Here's that ſhall ſilence 
them. (Takes a vial out of his pocket, and looks at it.) Thou 
art moſt friendly to the. miſerable. Come then, thou cor- 
dial for ſick minds! come to my heart! (Drinks) O, that 
the grave would bury memory as well as body! For if the 
ſoul ſees and feels the ſufferings of thoſe dear ones it leaves 
behind, the EvsxLasTING has no vengeance to torment 

Krrs::! it 
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it deeper--I 11 think no more on't Reflection comes too 


late. Once there was a time for t- but now 'tis paſt-- 
Who's there ? | 


SCENE YE. 


Euter Jarvis. 


Far. One that hoped to ſee you with better looks. Why 
do you turn ſo from me? I have brought comfort with me 
And ſee who comes to give it welcome 

Bev. My wife and ſiſter! Why, tis but one pang more 
then, and — world. Ade. 


SCENE VII. 
Enter Mrs. BEVERLE Y, and CHARLOTTE. 


Mrs. Bev. Where is he? (Runs and embraces him.) O, I 
have him! I have him! And now they ſhall never part us 


more! I have news, love, to make you happy for, ever 
but don't look coldly on me. 


Char. How is it, brother ? | | | 
Mrs. Bev. Ales | he hoag-us: not. Speak to me, love. 
I have no heart to ſee you thus. 


Bev. Nor I to bear the ſenſe of ſo much ſhame. This is 
a fad place. | 

Mrs. Bev. We come to take you from it; to tell you 
that the world goes well again ; that providence has ſeen 
our ſorrows, and ſent the means to heal them--Your uncle 
died yeſterday. 


Bev. My uncle !--No, do not ſay fo—O! I am fick at 
heart! 


Mrs. Bev. Indeed -I meant to bring you coonfork 
Bev. 


- 
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Bev. Tell me he lives chen--If you would give me com- 
fort, tell me he lives. 


Mrs. Beo. And if 1 did, I have no power to raiſe the 
dead. He died yeſterday. 


Bev. And I am heir to him? EY 
Jar. To his whole eſtate, Sir--But bear it patiently. "i 
ri 


. 71 Well, well--( (Paufing) Why, fame ſays 1 am 
then 

Mrs. Bev. And truly ſo- Why do you look fo wildly ? 

Bev. Do I The news was unexpected. But has he left 
me all? 

ar. All, all, Sir--He could not leave it from you. 

Bev. I'm ſorry MR 

Char. Sorry | Why ſorry ? 

Bev. Your uncle's dead, Charlotte. * 

Char. Peace be with his ſoul then. Is it fo terrible that 
an old man ſhould die? 

Bev. He ſhould have been immortal. 

Mrs. Bev. Heaven knows I wiſhed not for his death. 
Twas the will of providence that he ſhould die. Why are 
you difturbed ſo ? 

Bev. Has death no terrors in it? 

Mrs. Bev. Not an old man's death. Yet it it troubles 
you, I wiſh him living. 

Bev. And I, with all my heart. 

Char. Why, what's the matter ? 

Bev. Nothing. How heard you of his death? | 

Mrs. Bev. His ſteward came expreſs. Would I had 
never known it! 

Bev. Or had heard it one day ſooner---For I have a tale 
to tell, ſhall turn you into ſtone ; or if the power of ſpeech 
remain, you ſhall kneel down and curſe me. 5 

N | Ys. 
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Mrs. Bev. Alas! what tale is this? And why are we 
to.curſe you? I'll bleſs you for ever. | 

Bev. No; I have deſerved no bleſſings, The world 
holds not ſuch another wretch. All this large fortune, this 
ſecond bounty of heaven, that might have healed our for- 

rows, and ſatisfied our utmoſt — in a curſt hour I fold 
laſt night. 
Char. Sold! How ſold? 

Mrs. Bev. Impoſſible | It cannot be 50 

Bev. That devil Stukely, with all hell to aid bim, tempt- 
ed me to the deed. To pay falſe debts of honour, and to 
redeem paſt errors, I ſold the reverſion---fold it for a ſcanty 
ſum, and loſt it among villains. 

Char. Why, farewel all then. | 

Bev. Liberty and life. Come, kneel and curſe me. 

Mes. Bev. Then hear me heaven! (Kxeels) Look down 
with mercy on his ſorrows ! Give ſoftneſs to his looks, and 
quiet to his heart! Take from his memory the ſenſe of 
what is paſt, and cure him of deſpair! On Me, on Me, 
if miſery muſt be the lot of either, multiply misfortunes ! 
I'Il bear them patiently, ſo He is happy! Theſe hands ſhall 
toil for his ſupport! Theſe eyes be lifted up for hourly 
bleſſings on him! And every duty of a fond and faithful 
wife, be doubly done to chear and comfort him !--So hear 
me! ſo reward me! [ Riſes. 

Bev. I would kneel too, but that offended heaven would 
turn my prayers to curſes. What have I to aſk for? I, 
who have ſhook hands with hope? Is it for length of days 
that I ſhould kneel? No; My time is limited. Or is it 
for this world's bleſſings upon You and Yours? To pour 
out my heart in wiſhes for a ruined wife, a child and ſiſter? 


O! no! For I have done a deed to make = miſerable. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bev. Why miſerable? Is poverty ſo miſerable ?-- 
The real wants of life are few: a little inſtuſtry will ſup- 
ply them all; and chearfulneſs will follow. It is the pri- 
vilege of honeſt induſtry; and we'll enjoy it fully. 

Bev. Never, never! O, I have told you but in part. 
The irrevocable deed is done: 

- Mrs. Bev. What deed? And why do you look fo at 
me ? 

Bev. A deed, that dooms my ſoul to vengeance ; that 
ſeals Your miſery here, and Mine hereafter. | 

Mrs. Bev. No, no; You haye a heart too good for't-- 
Alas ! he raves, Charlotte—his looks too terrify me--Speak 
comfort to him--He can have done no deed of wickedneſs. 

Char. And ya; J fear the worſt, What is it, brother? 

Bev. A deed of horror. 

Far. Aſk him no queſtions, madam. This laſt miſ- 
fortune has hurt his brain. A little time will give him 


patience, 
SCENE VIII. 


Enter STUKL EY. 


Bev. Why is this villain here > 

Heu. To give You liberty and ſafety. There's his diſ- 
charge, madam. (Giving a paper to Mrs. Beverley) Let him 
begone this moment. The arreſt laſt night was meant in 


friendſhip ; but came too late. 
Char. What mean you, Sir ? 
Stu. The arreſt was too late, I fay. 1 would have kept 


his hands from blood, but was too late. 
Mrs. Bev. His hatida from blood | Whoſe blood ?--O, 


wretch ! wretch! 


Stu. From Lewſon's blood. Do” 
| Char. © 
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Char. No, villain! Yet what of Lewſon ? Speak quickly |! 
| Stu. You are ignorant then I thought I heard the mur- 
derer at confeſſion. 
Char. What murderer ? And who is murdered ? Not 
Lewſon ? Say he lives, and I'll kneel down and worſhip you. 
Stu. In pity, fo I would; but that the tongues of all cry 
murder. I came in pity, not in malice; to ſave the bro- 
ther, not kill the ſiſter. Your Lewſon's ; dint: 
Char. O horrible ! Why, who has killed him And yet 
it cannot be. What crime had He committed that he ſhould 
die? Villain! he lives! he lives! and ſhall revenge theſe pangs. 
Mrs. Bev. Patience, {weet Charlotte | 
Char. O, tis too much for patience |! 
Mrs. ol He comes in pity, he ſays. O] execrable vil- 
lain ! The friend is killed then, and this the murderer ? 
Bev. Silence, I charge you. Proceed, Sir. 


Stu. No. Juſtice may ſtop the rale-—and here's an evi- 
dence. 


S CENTE IX. 


Enter BATES. 


Bates. The news, I ſee, has reached you. But take com- 
fort, madam. (To Charlotte) There's one without, enquiring 
for you. Go to him, and Joſe no time. 

Char. O milery | miſery ! [ Exit. 

Mrs. Bev. Follow her, Jarvis. If it be true that Lew- 
fon's dead, her grief may kill her. 


Bates. Jarvis muſt ſtay here, madam: I have 05 queſ- 
tions for him. | 


Stu. Rather let him fly. His evidence may cruſh his 
maſter. | 


Bev. 
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Bev. Why, ay; this looks like management. 
Bates. He found you quarrelling with Lewſon in the ſtreet 


laſt night. [To gay 
Mrs. Bev. No; I am ſure he did not. 


Jar. Or if 1 did---- 
Mrs, Bev. Tis falſe, old man---They had no a: 
there was no cauſe for quarrel, 
Bev. Let him proceed, I fay----O! I am fick | ſick! 
Reach me a chair. [ He fits down. 
Mrs. Bev. You droop, and tremble, love----Your eyes are 


fixt to0---- Yet You are innocent. If Lewſon's dead, You 
killed him not. 


SCEN E X, 
Enter DawsoN. 


Stu. Who ſent for Dawſon ?. 

Bates, Twas I, We have a witneſs too, you little think 
of. Without there 

Stu. What witneſs ? 

Bates. A right one. Look at him. 


* 


SCENE X. 


Re-enter CHarLOTTE, with LEWwSON. 


Stu. Lewſon! O--villains! villains! | To Bates and 3 
Mrs. Bev. Riſen from the dead | Why, this is unexpected 
happineſs | 

Char. 5 is t his ghoſt ? (To Stukely) That fight would 
pleaſe you, Sir. 

Jar. What riddle's this ? 

Bev. Be quick and tell it My minutes are but few. 

Si '; _ 
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Mrs. Bev. Alas | why ſo ? You ſhall live long and hap- 
il 
g . While ſhame and puniſhment ſhall rack that viper. 
(Pointing to Stukely) The tale is ſhort. I was too buſy in his 
ſecrets, and therefore doomed to die. Bates, to prevent the 
murder, undertook it. I kept aloof to give it credit--- 

Char. And gave Me pangs unutterable. 

Lew. I felt them all, and would have told you; but ven- 
geance wanted ripening. The villain's ſcheme was but half 
executed. The arreſt by Dawſon followed the ſuppoſed 
murder: and now, depending on his once wicked aſſo- 
ciates, he comes to fix the guilt on Beverley. 

Mrs. Bev. O!] execrable wretch | 

Bates. Dawſon and I are witneſſes of this. | 

Lew. And of a thouſand frauds. His friend undone by 
ſharpers and falſe dice ; and Stukely ſole e and poſ- 
ſeſſor of all. 

Dau. Had he but ſtopt on this ſide murder, we had been 
villains {till. | 

Mrs. Bev. Thus heaven turns evil into good; and by 
permitting ſin, warns men to virtue. 

Lew. Yet puniſhes the inſtrument. So ſhall our laws ; 
though not with death. But death were mercy. Shame, beg- 
gary, and impriſonment, unpitied miſery, the ſtings of con- 
ſcience, and the curſes of mankind ſhall make life hateful to 
him---till at laſt, his own hand end him. How does my 
friend 0 I Beverley. 

Bev. Why, well. Who's he that aſks me? | 
Mrs. Bev. Tis Lewſon, love, Why do you look ſo at him? 
Bev. They told me he was murdered. RAY ilaly. 
Mrs. Bev Ay; but he lives to fave us. 

Bev. Lend me your hand----The room turns round. 


Mrs. 


A TRAGE DY! a 


Mrs. Bev. O heaven 

Lew. This villain here, diſturbs him. Remove him San 

bis fight : and for your lives, ſee that you guard him. 

(Stukely is taken off by Dawſon and Bates) How is it, Sir ? 
Bev. Tis here — and here (Pointing to his bead and 

heart.) And now it tears me | 


Mrs. Bev. You feel convulſed too --- What is't diſturbs 
ou ? ' 


| Lew. This fudden turn of joy perhaps. He wants reſt | 


tos. Laſt night was dreadful to him. His brain is giddy. 


Char. 1 never to be cured. Why, brother !---O! I fear | 


I fear | | 

Mrs. Bev. Preſerve him, heaven !---My love! my life! 
look at me How his eyes flame 

Bev. A furnace rages in this heart] have been too haſty. 

Mrs. Bev. Indeed lO me] O me !---Help, Jarvis! F ly, 
fly for help! Your maſter dies elſe--- Weep not, but fly |! 
(Exit Jarvis) What is this haſty deed ?---Yet do not anſiver 
me -My fears have gueſſed it. 

Bev. "Call back the meſſenger. Tis not in medicine's 
power to help me. | 

Mrs. Bev. Is it then ſo? _. 

Bev. Down, reſtleſs flames!--(Laying * * on bis heart) 
down to your native hell !--- there you ſhall rack me---O | 
for a pauſe from pain | 

Mrs. Bev. Help, Charlotte! Support him, Sir! 75 Lewſon) 

Bev. What river's this? I'll plunge, and cool me | (Flings 
himſelf upon the ground.) Ol tis a fea of fire |---Lift me 
lift me | 1 raiſe him to his chair. 

Mrs. Bev. This is a killing fight ! 

Bev. (Starting) That pang was well. It has numbed my 
ſenſes. — s my wife? Can you forgive me, love? 


Sſſ2 Mrs. 


| 
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Mrs. Bev. Alas! for what ? 5 
Bev. (Starting again) And there's another pang Now 
all is quiet. Will you forgive me? : 
' Mrs. Bev. IT will. Tell me for what? 
Bev. For meanly dying. 
| Mrs. Bev. No---do not fay it. | | 
Bev, As truly as my foul muſt anfwer it. Had Jarvis 
ſtaid this morning, all had been well. But preſſed by ſhame ; 
pent in a priſon; tormented with my pangs for You ; driven 
to deſpair and madneſs ; I took the advantage of his abſence, 
corrupted the poor wretch he left to guard me, and 


ſwallowed poiſon. | 

Mrs. Bev. O] fatal deed! 

Char. Dreadful and cruel ! ” 7p 

Bev. Ay, moſt accurſed---And now I go to my account. 
This reſt from pain brings death; yet tis heaven's kindneſs 
to me. I wiſhed for caſe, a moment's caſe, that cool repen- 
tance and contrition might ſoften, vengeance, Bend me, and 
let me kneel. (They /ift him from his chair, and ſupport him on 
his. knees) I'll pray for You too. Thou Power that mad'ft me, 
hear me | If for a life of frailty, and this too hafty deed of 
death, thy juſtice dooms me, here I acquit the ſentence. But 
if, enthroned in mercy where thou ſitt'ſt, thy pity has beheld 
me, ſend me a gleam of hope ; that in theſe laſt and bitter 

moments, my ſoul may taſte of comfort! And far theſe mour- 
ners here, O! let their lives be peaceful, and their deaths 
happy | Now raiſe me. [They lift bim to the chair. 

Mrs. Bev. Reſtore him, heaven] Stretch forth thy arm 
omnipotent, and ſnatch. him from the grave] O fave him 
fave him! 

Bev. Alas | that prayer is fruitleſs : already death has 
| ſeized me. Yet heaven is gracious. I aſked for hope, 8 we 

| | right 
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brig] ht preſage of forgiveneſs, and like a light, blazing through 
darkneſs, it came and cheared me, T was all I lived 6er, 
and now I die. 

' Mrs. Bev. Not yet Not yet Stay but a little, and 
I'll die too. 

Bev. No; live, I charge you. We have a little one : thou oh 
J have left him, You will not leave him. To Lewſon's kind- 
neſs I bequeath him---Is not this Charlotte? We have lived 
in love, though I have wronged you- Can you forgive me, 
Charlotte? 5 

Char. Forgive you l- -O, my poor brother | 

Bev. Lend me your hand, love. So---raiſe me---No--- 
'twill not be---my life is Gniſhed-—O | for a few ſhort mo- 
ments] to tell you how my heart bleeds for you!. That even 
now, thus dying as I am, dubious and fearful-of hereafter, 
my boſom pang is for Your miſeries - Support her heaven 
And now I go O, mercy | mercy | ©; - es: 

Lew. Then all is over How is it, madam? (To Mrs. 
Beverley.) My poor Charlotte too 


SCENE the laſt. 
Enter Jarvis. 


Far. How does my maſter, madam? Here's help at 
hand---Am ] too late then? [ Seeing Hp 

Char. Tears | tears! why fall you not? O wretched 
ſiſter !---Speak to her, Lewſon---her grief is ſpeechleſs. 

Lew. Remove her from this fight. Go to her, Jarvis; 
lead and ſupport her. Sorrow like hers forbids complaint. 
Words are for lighter griefs. Some miniſtring angel bring 
her peace | ( Jarvis and Charlotte lead her off.) And Thou, 


poor 
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poor breathleſs corps, may thy departed ſoul have found the 
reſt it prayed for] Save but one error, and this laſt fatal 
deed, thy life was lovely. Let frailer minds take warning; 
and from example learn, that want of prudence is want of 
virtue. 8 | 


Follies, if uncontroul'd, of every kind: | 
Grow into paſſions, and ſubdue the mind ; 
With ſenſe and reaſon hold ſuperior ſtrife, 


And conquer honour, nature, fame and life. 


EPILOGUE. 


E PI L O GU E. 


Written by a FRIEND, 


And Spoken by Mrs. PRITCHARD. 


() 7 IN every GaMESTER in th Arabian nation, 
'Tis fall that Mahomet denounc'd damnation 3 5 
But in return for wicked cards and dice, 

He gave them black-ey'd girls in paradiſe. 
Should he thus preach, good countrymen, to You, 
His converts would, ¶ fear, be mighty few. 

So much your hearts are ſet on ſordid gain, 

The brighteſt eyes around you ſhine in ain 
| Should the moſt heav'nly beauty bid you take her, 
You'd rather hold - - - - two aces and a maker. 
By your example, our poor ſex drawn in, 

Is guilty of the ſame ummat ral fin : 

The fludy now of every girl of parts 

Ir how to win your money, not your hearts. 

O ! in what ſweet, what raviſhing delights, 

Our beaux and belles together paſs their nights / 
By ardent perturbations kept awake, 

Each views with longing eyes the other's - - tale. 


De 
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The ſmiles and graces are from Britain flown, 
Our Cupid is an errant Harper g n 
And Fortune fits on Cytherea s by #0 5 
In all theſe things, though women may be blam'd, 
Sure men, the wiſer men, ſhould be aſham'd ! 
Aid "tis a borrid ſcandal, I declare, 4 
That four firange queens ſhould rival all the fair; 
Four jilts, with neither beauty, wit nor parts, 
O ſhame / have got poſſeſſian of their hearts ; 
And thoſe bold of 54 for all their queenly pride, 
Have play'd looſe tricks, or elſe they're EP my 15 
Cards were at firſt for benefits defign'd 
- Sent to amuſe, and not enſlave ni: 
From good to bad how eaſy the tranſition | 
For what was pleaſure once, is now. perdition. . _. 
Fair ladies, then theſe wicked GAMESTERS ſhun,” | 
Whoever weds one, is, you ſee, e. = 


—— 
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